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THE  MATADOR  OF  THE 

FIVE  TOWNS 

I 

jyjRS  BRINDLEY  looked  across  the  lunch-table  at 
her  husband  with  glinting,  eager  eves    which 

I       •'  Well?  "  said  he. 

I       w^*!  ?"'y  grandma's  birthday  to-day!  " 
tho^Lu*"vK^*''^^,^'*L'^'*y'  *••«  »'«=Wtect.  struck 
l^ti,  "!,  T^  u*  '^°'*''*  ^^'  'na'^g  his  little  boys 
blink,  and  then  he  said  quietly  ^ 

"rA«  deuce!" 

I  gathered  that  grandmamma's  birthday  had  beon 
fo^otten  and  that  it  was  not  a  festival  tl4t  could  te 
neglected  with  impmiity.  Both  Mr  and  Mrs  Biindley 
had  evidently  a  humorous  appreciation  of  crises,  con- 
tretemps, and  those  collisions  of  circumstances  which  are 
usually  caUed  "  junctures  "  for  short.  I  could  have  i^ 
^ned  either  of  them  saying  to  the  other:  "Here's  a 
^„^'  Thehouseisonfire!"  Andthenyie^ 
to  laughter  as  they  ran  for  buckets.    Mrs  Brindferta 

^T^^:  J^"?'*"'*  "°^:  ^^^  ^"^^  at  the  table-doth 
and  laughed  almost  silently  to  herself;  though  it  aD^ 

S  'i*^'" '  °^'  f««*f^-  «ight  resuTin  te*^ 
poraiy  estrangement  from  a  venerable  ancestor  who 

JolfSuT^^^,^'"^  duly  observed,  a  continual 
lount  of  nch  presents  m  specie. 


Ill 
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~^?Ji'*^u^!^'"*^.***  *  time-table  from  his  breast- 
^t  ^^V^"  ^^^  «•**"«  °^^^^-  All  men  of  b"i- 
S^,  K~  *  T°!™*  ^^  *°  <=a^  that  time-table  in 
tte^Jreast-pockets.     TTien  he  examined  his  watch 

catl  tte'^^'l/^^v^S**  "P  y^  progeny  and 
catdj^  tue  a.5.    It  makes  the  connection  at  Knype  for 

h,7i^*iTj}- "^  ^y^'  ^"^  P^^haP*  i°^  and  six,  who 
had  been  ladling  the  messy  contents  of  spedaUydeep 

{!^hf^hT  *°J^!^  "^f  ■  ^PP'^  their  spooM  and  bS 
to  babble  about  grea'-granny.  and  one  of  them  ins^ed 
Severn^  times  that  he  must  wear  his  new  gaiters. 
««-««„•  ^.^V^^  ^"^^^y  *°  h«'  husband,  after  re- 

Jlf^'J  f^^u^^"  °^^  <=''°«''*  there'll  be  ii  the  train 
—with  this  football  match!  " 

upsilS^to  JTuiS:!^"  •  •  •  ^°"'  ^"  '"■'»«• "-''  't 

"  And  what  about  you?  "  asked  Mrs  Brindlev 

"  7ZfT  *!l!  *^,  "''^  ^^y  ^'"^  '^^Pt  hy  business." 

happened!"  ^"*  *"**  y""  ^°*  *»>»* 

"W'saidBrindley.    "  Here  Loring's  just  come 

You  don't  expect  me  to  leave  him.  do  you?    Or  have 

you  had  the  beautiful  idea  of  takiiig  him  over  to^e 

«t^H*  P'^^t  ^,*.*.'""^y  afternoon  with  yo„r 
esteemed  gtandmotho»  ?  "  ^ 

"  Wei'  tS?*^"  Brindley.    "  Hardly  that!  » 
The  boys  ha^g  first  revolved  on  their  axes.  sKd 
^'^,^'^^,i^>S\dmrs  as  though  from  hors4 
shauK'rSV"'"''-    "Y— tn'tmindme.    I 
t„™l?*i:^'  "  i*^""-^**  Bnndley.    "  I  seem  to  see  you 

Ir™°^T  ^°"'  *"•  *"  ^""""^  t"'^  "«  a  winter 
attemoon.    I  seem  to  see  youf  " 

"  I  could  stop  in  and  read,"  I  said,  eyeing  the 
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J       multitudinous  bant.  ««  « 

I  ":^?ate-  My&sttw^w.fcS'*^' '**=<""«  curiously 
I  ceramics.  The  tWid  was  fonTn^i  *5!f*""'  ^^'Pert  ii 
I      astomshwg  district  and  ite  1,*  A  J  J^  «^«^  to  the 

I     IfearJtwon'tbeearhT   TKf^w^K**''«ck.  which 
I     youknow-to inviteafrll«»r     .^^^  ^« caU  mknnere 

andiiftynUiesTSen^^S^^r*"*'^'*^^^ 
hun  out  before  he's  been  tofh-^  ^*'"'''  ^<^  *hen  to  turn 
thatisi    But  the  trn^  „?*^*''°"^anhour.    Ifs« 

me  fifty  quid  ard  „„  endSi       ""^^^ "^^ily  cost 

a  married  man  you'd  blow  t£t1^?^r*''J-  «yo"were 
are  simply  nothing  in^Mm™!-^*  **°  P'agues  of  Egypt 

lat.0,^    Andshe•fo^e?eX^L^L^^r^«^- 
^  U  give  voii  *»„  Ji     s'^ty,  the  old  lady." 

m^  «■  ™k.  vSSr  °""  "'  "»'  ■*»• 


?l  ■'!  i 
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my  frail  organism  from  the  consequences  of  one  of 
Brindley's  FalstafGan  "nights,"  hospitably  proteste4 
his  readiness  to  sacrifice  patients  to  my  pleasure. 

"  It'll  be  a  chance  for  Maclbx>y,"  said  he. 

"  Who's  Maclhx>y?  "  I  asked. 

"Macllroy  is  another  Scotchman,"  growled 
Brindley.  "  Extraordinary  how  they  stick  together! 
When  he  wanted  an  assistant,  do  you  suppose  he  looked 
about  for  some  one  in  the  district,  some  one  who  under- 
stood us  and  loved  us  and  could  take  a  hand  at  bridge  ? 
Not  he  I  Off  he  goes  to  Cupar,  or  somewhere,  and  comes 
back  with  another  stage  Scotchman,  named  Macllroy. 
Now  listen  here.  Doc  I  A  charge  to  keep  you  have,  and 
mind  you  keep  it,  or  I'll  never  pay  your  confounded 
bill.  We'll  knock  on-  the  window  to-mght  as  we  come 
back.  In  the  meantime  you  can  show  Loring  your 
etchings,  and  pray  for  liieif  And  to  me:  "  Here's  a 
latchkey."  With  no  furtherj  ceremony  he  hurried  away 
to  join  his  wife  and  children  at  Blealmdge  Station.  In 
such  singula*-  manner  was  I  transferred  forcibly  from 
host  to  host. 


n 


The  doctor  and  I  resembled  each  other  in  this:  that 
there  was  no  offensive  affability  about  either  of  us. 
Though  aboimding  in  good-nature,  we  could  not  become 
intimate  by  a  sudden  act  of  volition.  Our  conversation 
was  difficult,  lumatural,  and  by  gusts  falsely  familiar. 
He  displayed  to  me  his  bachelor  house,  lus  etchings,  a  * 
few  specimens  of  modem  rouge  flamb/  ware  made  at 
Kn3'pe,  his  whisky,  his  celebrated  prize-winning  fox- 
terrier  Titus,  the  largest  collection  of  books  in  the  Five 
Towns,  and  photographs  of  Marischal  College,  Aber- 
deen. Then  we  fell  flat,  socially  prone.  Sitting  in  his 
study,  with  Titus  between  us  on  the  hearthrug,  we  knew 
no  more  what  to  say  or  do.    I  regretted  that  Brindley's 
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wfe'»  grandmother  should  have  been  bom  on  a  fifteenth 
of  Feteuary.  Brindley  was  a  vivacious  tallcer.he  could  be 
trusted  to  talk.  I,  too.  am  a  good  talker— with  another 
good  talker.  With  a  bad  talker  I  am  ■  ust  a  little  worse 
than  he  is.  The  doctor  said  abruptly  after  a  nerve- 
tiying  Mlence  that  he  had  forgotten  a  most  important 
call  at  Hanbridge,  und  would  I  care  to  go  with  him  in 
the  car?  I  was  and  still  am  convinced  that  he  was 
simply  inventing.  He  wanted  to  break  the  sinister 
spell  by  gettmg  out  of  the  house,  and  he  had  not  the  face 
to  suggest  a  sortie  into  the  streets  of  the  Five  Towns 
as  a  promenade  of  pleasure. 

So  we  went  forth,  splashing  warily  through  the  rich 
mud  and  the  dank  mist  of  Trafalgar  Road,  past  all  those 
strange  little  Indian-red  houses,  and  ragged  empty 
spaces,  and  poster-hoardings,  and  rounded  kilns,  and 
high,  smokmg  chimneys,  up  hill,  down  hill,  and  up  hill 
agam,  encountering  and  overtaking  many  electric  trams 
Uiat  dipped  and  rose  like  ships  at  sea,  into  Crown 
Square,  the  centre  of  Hanbridge,  the  metropolis  of  the 
Five  Towns.    And  while  the  doctor  paid  his  mysterious 
call  I  stared  around  me  at  the  large  shops  and  the  banks 
and  the  gilded  hotels.  Down  the  radiating  street-vistas  I 
could  make  out  the  facades  of  halls,  theatres,  chapels. 
Trams  rumbled  continually  in  and  out  of  the  square 
They  seemed  to  enter  casually,  to  hesiute  a  few 
moments  as  if  at  a  loss,  and  then  to  decide  with  a  non- 
chalant clang  of  bells  that  they  might  as  weU  go  off  some- 
where else  m  search  of  something  more  interesting.  They 
were  rather  hke  human  beings  who  are  condemned  to 
uve  for  ever  in  a  place  of  which  they  are  sick  beyond 
the  expressiveness  of  words. 

And  indeed  the  influence  of  Crown  Square,  with  its 
large  effects  of  terra  cotta,  plate  glass,  and  gold  letters 
all  under  a  heavy  skyscape  of  drab  smoke,  was  depress^ 
mg.  A  few  very  seedy  men  (sharply  contrasting  with 
the  fine  dehcacy  of  costly  things  behind  plate-glass) 
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»iood  do^iedly  here  and  there  in  the  mud,  immobiliied 
by  the  gloomy  enchantment  of  the  Squire.    Twolrf 

as  ^^^^r^  "^  "»*  ««"  <!'-*  o>  beer 
•^j  .'*?^'  "o.J^Ponse  of  any  sort,  for  a  further  Ions 
P*'^?i|y,^«'  t^  "tl"^  «id.  with  grim  reaSKn: 

i„  ♦1^*-!^°^?^"°"  **»*^>  ''•^^  'n«te  a  little  oasis 
m  the  <Lsmal  desert  of  their  siknt  scrutiny  of  the^ 
Except  for  an  occasional  stamp  of  the  foot  they  never 
moved.  They  just  doggedly  wd  indifferent^  s?^ 
Woj^  upon  by  all  the  nippii^  draughts  of  the^sj^! 
S^fection  T^'  ^  *^°^  deeperlnd  deeper  Su 
M^^\  ^  *"^"t•  ""'«**^  °^  desolatingrthe  harsh 
disconsolateness  of  the  scene  seemed  to  ujhft  me^I 
savoured  it  with  joy.  as  one  savours  the  melanchohl  of 
a  tragic  work  of  art.  «"v.uuiy  oi 

"We  might  go  down  to  the  Signal  offices  and  worry 
Buchanan  a  bit."  said  the  doctor,  cheerfully,  when  iK 
^«J^tothecar.    This  was"  the  secoSdVS  iS 

n,.n®=^^*"'^*r'^'?^.^**''**^'W'»sanotherScotch- 
man  and  the  editor  of  the  sole  daily  organ  of  the  Five 

I^T^Tk^'T^  newspaper  cried  all  day  in  the  streets 
^t^f  l^  '"*''*'  population.  Its  green  sheet  ap* 
peaied  to  be  a  permanent  waving  feature  of  the  main 
thoroughfares.  The  offices  lay  romid  a  comer  close  C 
and  as  we  drew  up  m  front  of  them  a  crowd  of  tattered 
t^'^n"'  *""P*1'*  *•*'''  '"^«"'°'»*  ^  the  sodden  r^d 
a?  ^ftt  t°^u  ^°1°'f  "^^^  ^y  unanimously  yelling 
at  tie  top  of  theu:  stndent  and  hoarse  voices  /  '  ^ 
Hoorayl    Hoo— bl— dy— rayl  " 

th^'tllfi''^*''  ^  **'''°*1.1  "y  **°«*°''  ^to  the  shelter  of 
the  building,  a  new  edifice,  capacious  and  considerable, 
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but  borribly  faced  with  terra  cotta,  and  quite  unimoM- 

ISt.i'^S^  *H*P*'***="^«««t;  likenearlyeviS- 
thfflg  in  the  Five  Town.,  carelealy  and  tcomiiL  ugK- ! 

The  mean,  .winmngdoubkKioors  returned  to  the  St 
when  you  pushed  them,  and  hit  you  vii  ^usly.  Inadaric 
countM*d  room  marked  "  Enquiries  "  tnere  Ws  nobody! 

"  Hi,  there  I  "  caUed  the  doctor.  ' 

A  head  appeared  at  a  door. 

"  Mr  Buchanan  upstaira?  " 

"Yes,"  snapped  the  head,  and  disappeared. 

Up  a  dark  staircase  we  went,  and  at  the  summit 
were  W  flmig  back  again  by  another  self-actimr  d  ™r 

In  tlie  room  to  which  we  next  came  an  old^  and 

t^h^Zf.°°*  r"*  •*?*  °'  ""  ^S^-  ««e«d  table 
scnbbhng  on  and  arranging  pieces  of  giey  tissue  paper 
and  tekgrams.  Behind  the  old  mln  stood  a  to^ 
Neither  of  them  looked  up.  ^" 

"Mr  Budianan  in  his-"  the  doctor  began  to 
question.    "Oh!    There  you  arel "  ^ 

The  editor  was  standing  in  hat  and  muffler  at  the 
wmdow,  ga^  out.  His  age  was  about  that  of  the 
doctor-forty  or  so;  and  hke  the  doctor  he  was  rather 
stout  and  clean-shaven.  Their  Scotch  accents  nmX 
m  greetmg  the  doctor's  being  the  more  3ed 
Buchanan  shook  my  hand  with  a  certain  courSs' 
mdicatmg  that  he  was  well  accustomed  to™^' 
strangeis  As  an  ejqjert  in  small  talk,  however,  he  shone 
Tk  "^r  ^^J^  ^*°'»'  '^'^  ^  three  of  us  stood 
there  by  the  wmdow  awkwardly  in  the  heaped  disorder 

t^Z/'^^u'  ^]!^''}^  otJi"  t^o  men  scratched  and 

fidgeted  with  bits  of  paper  at  the  soiled'  table. 

^  Suddenly  and  savagely  the  old  man  turned  on  the 

"  What  the  hades  are  you  waiting  there  for?  " 

I  thought  there  was  something  else  sir  " 
"  Shng  your  hook." 
Buchanan  winked  at  Stirling  and  me  as  the  boy 
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JcJI^doffand  the  old  nun  bl«»dly  «.umed  hi. 

RnrK?''"'"  ^'^  '"'•  *«  'ook  over  ithe  place? » 

glanced  at  Stirling,  and  yawned '       "' 

"  v!.*"l\*  *°  '^r?  '*'*•"  »'<>  Stirling, 
.h.iil^"  u  j"^"*'    ^^  known  it  for  twelve  vean     T 

A  telephone-beil  rang  impatiently. 

Old  ^""^itZ^-^' '"-'  ^'  *-•  •"  -«*  «>• 

oL'Z^  ''^l^r'J^^'^"^'^^^  tie 
u?„*J^'  I  •  *  ""Other  of  'em  wanting  to  know  if 
Myatt  «  pkymg.    Birmingham,  this  ^e."    ^°''  " 

„  Ahl     exclaimed  the  old  man.  still  writing 
me     "?i!^T°^"'*"?^"^'"fi"'*anar;Sfcedat 

■"  If  l^ntT  ■"  ^yP*  now-three  toT^."** 
for.^a^|i?RS^-«otmeto^ 

she;';Ein?L;*<!otSeS:„i°  '^ii:?^  t™^- 

anteed  him  at  least  another^^. -l^^t^'    '  ^■ 

Rnlh  *h     -^*>  '*•  "*  "'  "  Buchanan  murmured 
Both  the  sul>ed,tors  raised  their  heads  ' 

..  That's  It."  ssid  the  doctor. 

.bout  Jo.  M^S:  „,£i:.  ""^'  "  l»«ir-I»«ky 
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at  Knype,  a  couple  of  miles  awav  hi>twMn  th.  v 
Qub  aud  the  Mwcheater  Rove«     u^    ^  ^"/P* 
me  that  the  imporSn"  of  tS.  ^i^"""^^*" 

••  they'll  fi,H^   ***;     *"**  Buchanan,  explanatorily 

oldest  dub.  in^S?'  w  fi  '.•"?*•/  •  •  °"*  °^  'he 
Cup  in  'yS/'    ^'*"*''    Semi-finahst.  for  the  English 

i*  ^'/h'  ""T!?'**  ""»  «'<•«'  sulMiditor. 
..  f  i"S''^  **"*  "»«  c™»  WW  grave 

"  5S    Kh '.  "^t  T'"^'  '  '"S^'  "  said  I 
T  tw  K^  ^*  * *^*® ^«"  'uU-backiTthe  Leiue  " 

Rovers  in  I*ft«™  o  *  x  u  •  f^yP^  and  of  Manchf  ;ter 
heroic  name  Tjos  Ml^tt  if"t™i?^  ^"  '^\^}  *'»'' 
a"«Sed"r^b"HiS^r^^^^^^ 

It'll  te  alTuD  2th  fi^fT  ^^  *r*^*'  'h^dend! 
Towns! "       ^  fiist-class  football  in  the  Five 

hom^  without  hav,^  ^^"  "?  *^^  •^'"'='  "^^ly  four 
ooiVprir^  j^ik  .^^  ^^^^  'hat  the  district  w^ 
quivenng  m  the  tense  excitement  of  giganti^t^JS'l 
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And  here  was  this  Scotch  doctor,  at  whose  word  the 
great  Myatt  would  have  declined  to  play,  never  saying 
a  syllable  about  the  affair,  unta  a  chance  remark  from 
Buchanan  loosened  his  tongue.  But  aU  doctors  are 
strangely  secretive.  Secretiveness  is  one  of  their  chief 
pnvate  pleasures. 

"  Come  and  see  the  pigeons,  eh?  "  said  Buchanan. 

Pigeons?  "  I  repeated. 
"  We  give  the  results  of  over  a  hundred  matches 
in  our  FootbaU  Edition."  said  Buchanan,  and  added: 
not  counting  Rugby." 
As  we  left  the  room  two  boys'dodged  round  us  into 
It,  bearing  telegrams. 

In  a  moment  we  wA-e;  fh  Wb  most  astonishing 
manner,  on  a  leaden  roof  of  the  Signal  offices.    High 
factory  chimneys  rose  over  the  horizon  of  slates  on 
every  side,  blowing  thick  smoke  into  the  general  murk 
of  the  afternoon  sky,  and  crossing  the  western  crimson 
with  long  pennons  of  black.  And  out  of  the  murk  there 
came  from  afar  a  blue-and-white  pigeon  which  circled 
largely  several  times  over  the  offices  of  the  Signal.    At 
length  it  descended,  and  I  could  hear  the  whirr  of  its 
strong  wings.    The  wings  ceased  to  beat  and  the  pigeon 
slanted  downwards  in  a  curve,  its  head  lower  than  its 
wide  tail.    Then  the  Uttle  head  gradually  rose  and  the 
tail  fell;  the  curve  had  changed,  the  pace  slackened;  the 
pigeon  was  calculating  with  aU  its  brain ;  eyes,  wings  tail 
and  feet  were  being  co-ordinated  to  the  resolution  of 
an  mtncate  mechanical  problem.    The  pinkish  claws 
seemed  to  grope— and  after  an  instant  of  hesitation  the 
thing  was  done,  the  problem  solved;  the  pigeon,  with 
dehaous  gracefuhiess,  had  established  equihbiium  on 
the  ridge  of  a  pigeon-cote,  and  folded  its  wings,  and 
was  peering  about  with  strange  motions  of  its  extremely 
movable  head.    Presently  it  flew  down  to  the  leads, 
waddled  to  and  fro  with  the  ungainly  gestures  of  a  fat 
woman  of  sixty,  and  disappeared  into  the  cote.    At 
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It"  **?^  ™°™«nt  the  boy  who  had  been  dismissed  from 
the  sul>editor>s  room  ran  forward  and  enterSe  co™ 
by  a  wire-screened  door. 

"  HMdy  things,  pigeons!  "  said  the  doctor  as  we 
approached  to  examine  the  cote.  Fifty  or  sixty  pi^oM 
were  coouig  and  strutting  in  it.  There  was^ffitrf 
wmgs  as  the  boy  seued  the  last  arriving  mes^,^^. 
Give  It  here!  "  Buchanan  ordered. 
The  boy  handed  over  a  thin  tube  of  paper  which 
he  had  mifastened  from  the  bird's  leg.  sEa^  „  J 
rolled  It  and  showed  it  to  me.  I  read-  '-MiHia^^ 
^f^^on  Axe  United.  Macciesfieldlown.  SS 
'o^J^.»'"'''^"-'^°"''^  play  owing  to  fog.  'S 

rj^^i/^J^y:^^^'"  ^'^  Buchanan,  looking  at  his 
watdi  "He's  done  the  ten  miles  in  halfai  houf 
roughly  Not  bad.  First  time  we  tried  pigeras  from 
as  far  off  as  Axe.    Here,  boy!  "    And  herSedX 

"  Man,"  said  the  doctor,  eyeing  Buchanan.  "  Ye'd 
no  biBmess  out  here.    Ye're  not  precisely  a  pigeon  " 

Down  we  went,  one  after  another,  by  the  ladder 
^d  now  we  feU  into  the  composiiig-rooS,  where 
Buchanan  said  he  felt  wanner.  AnZmens^.  ^y, 
wlute-washed  apartment  crowded  with  linotyi^s  and 
other  machines,  m  front  of  which  sat  men  TwWte 
aproi^.tappmg  tapping-gazing  at  documents  pimied 
a  the  level  of  their  eyes-and  tapping,  tappi^.  A 
kmd  of  cavernous  re  reat  in  whi^  monstro^iron 
growths  rose  out  of  the  floor  and  were  met  half-way  bv 
etectnc  flowers  that  had  their  roots  in  the  ceiling !  In 
this  jungle  there  was  scarcely  room  for  us  to  walk 
Buchanan  explamed  the  linotypes  to  me.  I  watched" 
as  hough  romantically  dreaming,  the  flashing  dS 
of  letter  after  letter,  a  rain  of  letters  into  thi  belly  o 
tne  machme;  then,  going  round  to  the  back,  I  wat<ied 
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the  same  Jettere  rising  again  in  a  close,  slow  procession 
and  sorting  themselves  by  themselves  at  the  top  in 
readmess  to  answer  again  to  the  tapping,  tapping  of  a 
man  ma  once-white  apron.  A-  ^  whUe  I  was  watching 
all  that  I  could  somehow,  by  s  .culty  which  we  have^ 
at  the  same  time  see  pigeons  far  overhead,  arriving  and 
arriving  out  of  the  murk  from  beyond  the  veree  of 
chimneys.  * 

"  Ingenious,  isn"''  it?  "  said  Stirling. 
But  I  imagine  that  he  had  not  the  faculty  by  which 
to  see  the  pigeons. 

A  reverend,  bearded,  spectacled  man,  with  his  shirt- 

,  sleeves  coUad  up  an*  an  apron  strctcSed  ovti*  His 

hemispherical  paunch,  strolled  slowly  along  an  aUey 

glancing  at  a  gaUey-proof  with  an  ingenuous  air  just  m 

If  he  had  never  seen  a  galley-proof  before. 

"  It's  a  stick  more  than  a  column  akeady,"  said  he 
confidentially,  offering  the  long  paper,  and  then  gravely 
looking  at  Buchanan,  with  head  bent  forward,  not 
through  his  spectacles  but  over  them. 

The  editor  negligently  accepted  the  proof,  and  I  read 
a  senesof  titles:  "  Knype  v.  Manchester  Rovers.  Record 
Oate.  Fifteen  thousand  spectators.  Two  goals  in  twelve 
mmutes.    Myatt  in  form.    Special  Report." 
Buchanan  gave  the  slip  back  without  a  word 
There  you  are!  "  said  he  to  me,  as  another  com- 
positor near  us  attached  a  piece  of  tissue  paper  to  his 
machme.  •  It  was  the  very  paper  that  I  had  seen  come 
out  of  the  sky,  but  its  contents  had  been  enlarged  and 
amended  by  the  sub-editorial  pen.     The  man  began 
tappmg,  tappmg,  and  the  letters  began  to  flash  down- 
vrards  on  their  way  to  teU  a  quarter  of  a  million  people 
that  Axe  v.  Macclesfield  had  been  stopped  by  fog/ 
"I  suppose  that  Knype  match  is  over  bynow? "  isaid 
Oh  nol  "  said  Buchanan.    "  The  second  half  has 
scarcely  begun." 

"  Like  to  go?  "  Stirling  asked. 
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•    .r  ^*H'"  ^  ^^'  *®*^8  adventurous,  "  it's  a  notion, 
isn't  It? "  ' 

"  You  can  run  Mr  Loring  down  there  in  five  or  six 
minutes,  said  Buchanan.  "  And  he's  probably  never 
seen  anything  like  it  before.  You  might  caU  here  as 
you  come  home  and  see  the  paper  on  the  machines  " 


III 

We  we^t  .on  fhe  .Gjand  S^^nd,  vWc*  .wjus  sacked 
with  men  whose  eyes  were  fixed,  with  an  unconscious 
but  mtense  effort,  on  a  common  object.    Among  the 
men  were  a  few  women  in  furs  and  wraps,  equaUy 
absorbed.    Nobody  took  any  notice  of  us  as  we  in- 
sinuated our  way  up  a  rickety  flight  of  wooden  stairs, 
but  when  by  misadventure  we  grazed  a  human  being 
the  elbow  of  that  bemg  shoved  itself  automatically  and 
fiercely  outwards,  to  repel.  I  had  an  impression   4ats 
caps,  and  wooUy  overcoats  stretched  in  long  paraUei 
toes  and  of  grimy  raw  planks  everywhere  presenting 
possibly  dangerous  splinters,  save  where  use  had  wori 
them  mto  smooth  shininess.    Then  gradually  I  became 
aware  of  the  vast  field,  which  was  more  brown  than 
green.    Around  the  field  was  a  wide  border  of  in- 
fimtesimal  hats  and  pale  faces,  rising  in  tiers,  and  be- 
yond this  border  fences,  hoardings,  chimneys,  furnaces 
gasometers,  telegraph-poles,  houses,  and  dead  trees. 
And  here  and  there,  perched  in  strange  perilous  places 
even  high  up  towards  the   sombre   sky,  were  more 
human  beings  clinging.    On  the  field  itself,  at  one  end 
of  It,  were  a  scattered  handful  of  doll-Uke  figures 
motionless;   some  had  white  bodies,  othere  red-  and 
three  were  in  black ;  aU  were  so  smaU  and  so  far  off  that 
they  seemed  to  be  mere  unimportant  casual  incidents 
m  whatever  recondite  affair  it  was  that  was  proceeding. 
ihen  a  whistle  shrieked,  and  all  these  figures  began 
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simultaneously  to  move,  and  then  I  saw  a  bafl  in  the 
sur  An  obscure  uneasy  murmuring  rose  from  the  im- 
mense multitude  Lke  an  invisible  but  audible  vapo™. 

«^1  .,"1**"m*^^''*P°"  ''^'J  condensed  into  a 
sudden  shout     Now  I  saw  the  baU  rolling  solitary  in 

wards  It;  at  one  end  was  a  confused  group  of  redfand 
white,  and  at  the  other  two  white  do£  i^ther  tondy 
m  the  expanse  The  single  red  doll  overtook  the  ball 
and  scudded  along  with  it  at  his  twinkling  toes.  A 
great  voice  behmd  me  bellowed  with  an  incredible 
volume  of  sound:  "iwcuiuie 

"Now,  Jos!" 

,  .   ^»d«iati»e»  vok;etiujthei«a*aJr,n)elIbwed: 
Now,  Jos! " 

froi^the  ^crowd*^  distantly  the  grim  warning  shot  forth 
"  Now,  Jos!    Now,  Jos!  " 
The  nearer  of  the  white  dolls,  as  the  red  one  ap- 
proached, sprang  forward.    I  could  see  a  leg.    And  the 
ball  was  ilymg  back  in  a  magnificent  cJve  into  the 
sta^;  It  passed  out  of  my  sight,  and  then  I  heard  a 
bump  on  the  sfates  of  the  roof  of  the  grand  stand,  and 
It  teu  among  the  crowd  m  the  stand-enclosure.    But 
almc^t  before  the  flight  of  the  baU  had  commenced,  a 
temfic  roar  of  rehef  had  rolled  formidably  round  the 
field  and  out  of  that  roar,  like  rockets  out  of  thick 
smoke,  burst  acutely  ecstatic  cries  of  adoration: 
BravQ,  Jos!  " 
"  Good  old  Jos!  " 
ih^t  '^  •'t^.^^f  ently  »>een  Jos's  leg.    The  nearer  of 

his  atStfor"'*^*'  *  neighbour  in  the  side  to  attract 

"  What's  the  score?  "  he  demanded  of  the  ueigh- 
bour,  who  scowled  and  then  grinned.  * 
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..Tf'ii'^r^"^" ***".."*'"     "^  Other  growled. 

It  U  take  our  b^ s  aU  their  time  to  draw.    They're 

playing  a  man  short."  '  " 

"Accident?" 

"  Nol  Referee  ordered  him  off  for  roueh  plav  " 
Several  spectators  began  to  explain.  plssiWelv 
funously,  that  the  referee's  action  w«  utterfySf of 
common  sense  and  justice;  and  I  gathered  that  a "e^ 
gentlemanly  a;owd  would  undoubtedly  have  ly^ch^ 
the  referee     The  explanations  died  down!  aid  ev«^ 

I  was  recalled  from  the  exercise  of  a  vague  curiS 
^n  the  set,  anxmu^f^e,  around  me  by^  eS?  • 
^.Z"^^'"'   •    •*"^°'"'"«^''<^^tyof?oys^: 
passed  all  noises  m  my  experience.    This  massive  cheer 

ships  broadside  m  a  fiord.    But  it  was  human   Md 

tSht''-^fsu.hT'''f>.*^  ^-  '  Sctiv^y 
rm^cT^l'^u  ^""^  "*  ^^  symptoms  of  pleasui^,  what 
must  be  the  symptoms  of  pain  or  disappointment?  " 
Simultaneously  with  the  expulsion  of  the^STSL 
the  ejqpression  of  the  faces  changed.  Eyes  ioarktef 
teeth  be^me  prominent  in  enS)as,  ScSufl 
smiles.  Ferocious  satisfaction  had  to  fSd^ent  i^TerS 
aous  gestures,  wreaked  either  upon  dead  w^  or  S 
the  hvmg  tissues  of  fellow-c^atures.  TlTe  3i^ 
mannerly  somid  of  hand-clapping  was  a  kind  of  S 
froth  on  the  surface  of  the  bUlo^  sea  of\"Jrtfelt  an 

te--^^''*^*°^*^«fi«««"thousandmiKvS 
had  their  hves  saved,  or  their  childrenTicheTfrom 

desteuction  and  their  «dves  from  dishonour;  th^TmS 
have  been  preserved  from  bankruptcy    starvS 

pmon  torture;  they  might  have  bee^rewjSjS 
y^eu-  impassioned  worship  a  band  of  national  her^s 
S  It  TJ^-  ^  ^^^  ^''^  happened  was  that  toe 
Roal  Kn^'i";,*^^"*'  °!*  °^  '^'  Manchester  RoveS 
goal.    Knype  had  dran  level.    The  reputation  of  the 
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dizzying       ^  assessed.     The  calculations  made  were 

After  a  minute  or  two  the  baU  was  restart^H  a«^ 
the  greater  noise  had  diminished  to  th^^S^f' 
munnur  which  respondedZ^I  d^^'tS^mTntl^ 

S  Kn^T'"^*''"^"^-    Eachfeata^man«uvle 
fnw^^  drew  generous  applause  in  prooortion  to  Us 
mteTition  or  its  success,  and  each  sleirfit  of  ♦hri? 
ches    r  Rovers,  successful  or  not.  pS^okld  a  S^ 

fr""  i^ose  fifteen  thousand  passionate  hearts      Tf 
SZZ  "  S^-'-^^Jy  frighLed  ml     I  tovolun 
tS.^         *^u   T*"*'""  °f  swallowing.     After  the 

Id^^aXL^'Te^'^""^ '!^'^'"« '^^^^^ 
u  oi  a  wnistle.    The  game  stopped.    I  heard  the 
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ol'^Jj^ltTfS?.  ^^"  "^^  ^'  -  <^--  tone, 
"  Foul!  " 

'  who"'Ji,^we~"^ti!ffT*^>  bypotentialhomicides. 
wnose  amis  were  Mted  in  the  desire  of  murder  and  whnJ 

of  the  white  and  the  red  dolls.    At  last  oaf ofthf m,n 

a^^;erd'^cetrhl^^^tSi-^s^  ']i 

ZTilZV'^T^'  ^^*  thTSir^n'LinJs 
inat  alone  stood  between  the  referee  and  H(.,*j,  ^JtP 

t't^fe  V  -PP^ach^lrgSS-as^l' 
f?^  ^^*  P'*'^*-  ^°  a  second  a  handful  of  exeof 
tioners  had  somehow  got  on  to  thTgraS     ^d  ^" 

them"n''ot,n-''  ''^^'^  P"'^"^^™™  *«K  f^t  ^ 

voic':s^*omt''sS:"'^'^'^"^^"'P*'~-'»-«^ 
hk  Ihltf^^'^u?*""**  "^th  ''^  J^ands  in  his  pockets  and 

«!.uea  oeiore  him  m  a  phantasmagoria.     And 
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^aid'a't^lS'  '^'*  "  "^'^'^  -nan-handled  him,  " 
bau'l^^oISi^S*}??'/'*^'""^'  "*>"  ^^^  th'  Foot- 

"  irnS  .     *^<»tbaU  Association! " 
„  Ayl    But  you  canna'I  " 

The  devd  was  m  him  and  in  the  ball.    The  de^&  Sh^' 
uig  hmi  towards  Myatt.    Thevmet     AmfJc!!^ 

By  Jove!  "  exclauned  Stirling.   "That's  his  bonei  " 
And  mstantly  he  was  off  do'Sn  the  stekc;^^d  I 

.»«.  oj  joy  1„  that  at  t™  «<S  wie"^LdLrS 
ten  men  .pMc.  I  mu  mpti^y  idmlfiud««lhl£ 
F.™  Towns,  ab,o,b«l  in.S  theirk    fSnid IJS 
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on  every  face  the  conviction  that  a  divine  providence 
was  in  this  affair,  that  God  could  not  be  mocked     I  too 
had  this  conviction.   I  could  discern  also  on  every  face 
the  fear  Iwt  the  referee  might  give  a  foul  against  the 
hero  Myatt,  or  even  order  him  off  the  fieldithouKh  of 
courae  the  fracture  was  a  simple  accident.    I  too  had 
this  fe^.  It  was  soon  dispelled  by  the  news  which  swept 
aCTOss  the  entire  enclosure  like  a  sweet  smell,  that  the 
referee  had  adopted  the  theory  of  a  simple  accident 
I  saw  vaguely  pohcemen,  a  stretcher,  streaming  crowds 
and my.earaheaidamonstrou»univers4 babbling.  An^ * 
tHen  the  Igure  of  Stirling  detached  itself  from  the 
moving  disorder  and  came  to  me. 

.1.  ".^!l!\?*^,*t.\'=*'^  ^  ^^  than  the  other 
chap's,  that's  all,"  he  said. 

Jl  ^^Ji  *f7*"^  "  ^  "^^^^^  f<"-  th«  «d  and  the 

white  doUs  had  aU  vanished  at  dose  quartere,  and  were 

replaced  by  unrecognizably  gigantic  human  animals,  stiU 

clad,  however,  m  dolls'  vests  and  dolls'  knickerbockere 

Stirhng  wammgly  jerked  his  head  to  indicate  a  man 

of  h<fSl?L*^^  ?°7  "*x  ^^  ^*^  Myatt.  the  hero 
of  the  host  and  the  darhng  of  populations.  I  gazed  up  at 
him.  His  mouth  and  his  left  knee  were  red  with  blood 
and  he  was  piebald  wth  thick  patches  of  mud  from  hi^ 
tousled  crown  to  his  enormous  boot.  His  blue  eyes  had 
a  heavy,  stupid,  honest  glance;  and  of  the  three  qualities 
st|ipidity  predommated.  He  seemed  to  be  dl  feet 
taees.  hands  and  elbows.  His  head  was  very  smaU- 
the  sole  remamder  of  the  doll  in  him. 

A  little  man  approached  him,  conscious-somewhat 

%aft'^a. """"'" -°*  "^  "^'^^  ^'^  ^PP-'^h- 
"  Ye'n  settled  him.  seemingly,  Jos  I  "  said  the  little 

niall. 

"WeU"  said  Myatt,  with  slow  bitterness.  "Hadn't 

aft«f "  ^i°°Tf  ,^!"  '^eging  and  praying  for  it.  aw 
afternoon?    Hadn't  he  now?  "         «-    ^  •»  >  " 
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rtiA  iJAAi .  -  _ 


ha'pi!Sr.*'««*^"^»'"«^<»Myatt.    "OrPdnone 

-aid  STuni  S*^  '^'-■''o""  "  it  inna'  a  lad,  " 
Mj^tt  seemed  angry 

den,anieitnI%'Sl^  J:^^  ««  "  i™a'  a  lad?  "  he 
W»  muddy  cC   *  """^  ^^'^  ^°*W  and  sticking  out 

;;E^?^'  ""*  ""'«  "«".  not  blenching. 

calm/'"  ^'^  *^**'  ^«<*."  «id  Myatt.  resuming  hi, 

toc£TKeld'°""Etiv  ^'J^-^'alorden.weregiven 
broken  leg!  Sufstflg*  ZXtt  *"^".  ^"*  '>^"" 
surely  deduct  them  froS  th^  „«  *  .  !^*  '*^*'««  w<">W 
ali  the  game  woJS  irb^lo^Kd""*''  "  ""*  "^^^ 
^^  I U  be  up  yon.  to-mona  morning."  said  the  little 

tumeToSfeffitS^diP^i^^d.  CharIie.theLttleman. 

Stirling  and  I  aS>  ST  ^nH  *?'"?%«^*°««- 
had  not  even  done  h^dwtor  tW^^  """"^j"  J°*  ^yatt 
neither  of  us.  I  think  WMoStl^»^°°r  °^  "^^8  ^im. 
of  glory:  I  camiot  iSe^St  Th."*  *  ^.^^'""sness 
was  flat  and  tame  NothW"^^  ^*  "^  the  game 
ended  in  a  draw  ^^  occurred.     The  match 
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intoa  laige  waste  space  that  separated  the  mmnd  from 

SJto^lh'T*' "'  ""'•  ^^Z^  L^ 

few  Z^J^!  t""?'  '"u^/y  !"«8«ation.  we  halted  fora 
few  momrats  aside,  while  the  current  rushed  forward 
and,  spreading  out,  inundated  the  whokWce  hTS 

s^^l^f ""''^*^  .  "^  impression  of  thfmultituSe 
streaming  fn;ra  that  gap  in  the  wooden  wall  was  Uke 
nothmg  more  than  the  impression  of  a  bursTmata^hiS 
only  the  emptying  of  the  reservoir  will  assuage  W 
£1j;>S'ofT^  *°  commit  suicide  might  fL  sZl 

nave  oeeniiotuftd:  THe  mlermmable  and  implacable 
mfantrycAaige  would  have  passed  .mhee^^y^ver 
^\t  ^}'  I»\°<=««P«d  host,  bent  on  wmetw 
ebe  now.  and  perhaps  teased  by  the  inconverdenf 
bought  toat  after  all  a  draw  is  not  ^go^TaS 
It  humed  blindly,  instinctively  outwarfs.  knees  ^d 
duns  protrudmg.  hands  deep  in  pockets,  cS  fwt 
?tf Pf8-  Occasionally  someone  stopi^d  ofskckeS 
to  hght  a  pipe,  and  on  being  curtly  b^ted  onw^rf  bv 
»rriSi  ^^1  ^'°"?  ''^'^'  «^'«'Pted  the  hint  ^So^ 
accepts  the  law  of  gravity.  The  fever  and  ecstasy  were 
Za-  What  fascinated  the  Southern  in  me  wSS 
taciturnity,  the  steady  stare  (vacant  or  dreamingK 

mdeiyearth.    The  flood  continued  to  raje  thro^h  the 

Our   automobile   had  been  left  at  the  Haycock 
Hote  :  we  went  to  get  it,  braving  the  inuSo? 

SSh^r  '^  "^  less  dangerous,  but  still  v^for: 
midable-to  my  eyes.  Each  tram  as  it  came  uo  Zs 
savagely  assaulted,  seized,  crammed  and  p<SeS'^;^ 
fw^'^Pf*^-  It««t«Pswerethe,^t^b^of 
brl^dkS  •*  ^  ^""^  "°'"**°*  t'*^  ^"^d  condurtor, 
brandishing  m  ieather-shielded  arm  with  a  pitllS 
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^^^^^^^^A'''  r  and  th. 
After  a  few  minut^^K-      , *•'"""  "'^«nce- 

boots,  and  a  dark  cura\««t^^    ^7  trousers,  heavy 

a  line  of  cakeSid  id7Sed"ft«»  ^^"^  "^  ^^^ 
was  a  bowler  hat.     "*°  *"'P°*»«<I 'tself.    On  his  head 

'  How  do     Ina)  '•   —1  J 

And  then  thereCre  a  few  adutt*- ^  '^^^  '^"''''y- 
It^was  the  hert,,  in  Se        «^""8»  "^  ""Pect.  "^ 

He  used  to  be  whaithT^*^  JS  J^"  ^'^^  ^owns. 
bicyclist,  you  know     nZ  w      P^^'bunter,  o  racing 

That's  one  reason  whyheWn^^t'-'     '^«'''  *  <iay. 
cause  he's  almost  the  o^ it         •*P*"*''*-that  and  be- 

then?  "  waen  do  they  come  from, 

-xi^e'dub  bSs'-fm  "Sa^d";  "^l'^  **'^«<J  *»•«  car' 
of  -em  a«  Scfts  a"?w  vea^"  *'""  '°""*'y-  ^^ 
offered  Knype  fjoo  for  K^a  ?f^  *?  °^**'""  '^^^ 
he's  worth  now!    But  he  woiild^f  ^'^"°^«  "^ 

^^n^itr:5!^-oa^i:^Sj?^^^*  ^ 

AssocSt^rm^aum^^n^-    ^^^  ^ootb^U 
pounds  a  week     m^^^jj  ^'^f^V  about  four 

.     '•Thee  mind  whatSrtate'^^''/^: 
loiterer  in  our  path    "^ViviZZ  L  '^sponded  a  stout 
tea,  mcster."  ^         "'  ^  "  *•*«  %  ears  home  for  my 
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Stirling  laughed. 

In  a  few  minutes  we  had  arrived  at  Hanbridge, 
splashing  all  the  way  between  two  processions  that 
crowded  either  footpath.  And  in  the  middle  of  the  road 
was  a  third  procession  of  trams,— tram  following  tram, 
each  gorged  with  passengers,  frothing  at  the  step  with 
passengers;  not  the  lackadaisical  trams  that  I  had  seen 
earlier  in  the  afternoon  in  Crown  Square ;  a  different 
race  of  trams,  eager  and  impetuous  velocities.  We 
reached  the  SigtuU  offices.  No  crowd  of  urchins  to 
salute  us  this  time! 

•  Under  the  earth  was  the  machine-room  of  the  Signal. 
It  reminded  me  of  the  bowels  of  a  ship,  so  full  was  it  of 
machinery.  One  huge  machine  clattered  slowly,  and  a 
folded  green  thing  dropped  strangely  on  to  a  little  iron 
table  in  front  of  us.  Buchanan  opened  it,  and  I  saw  that 
the  broken  leg  was  in  it  at  length,  together  with  a  state- 
ment that  in  the  SignoTs  opinion  the  sympathy  ji  every 
true  sportsman  would  be  with  the  '^isdbied  player.  I 
began  to  say  something  to  Buchanan,  when  suddenly  I 
could  not  hear  my  own  voice.  The  great  machine,  with 
another  behind  us,  was  working  at  a  fabulous  speed  and 
with  a  fabulous  clatter.  All  that  my  startled  sensescould 
clearly  disentangle  was  that  the  blue  arc-lights  above  us 
blinked  occasionally,  and  that  folded  green  papers  were 
snowing  down  upon  the  iron  table  far  faster  than  the  eye 
could  follow  them.  Tall  lads  in  aprons  elbowed  me  away 
and  carried  off  the  green  papers  in  bundles,  but  not  more 
quickly  than  the  machine  shed  them.  Buchanan  put  his 
lips  to  my  ear.  But  I  could  hear  nothing.  I  shook  my 
head.    He  smiled,  and  led  us  out  from  the  tumult. 

"  Come  and  see  the  boys  take  them,"  he  said  at 
the  foot  of  the  stairs. 

In  a  sort  of  hall  on  the  ground  floor  was  a  long 
counter,  and  beyond  the  counter  a  system  of  steel  rail- 
ings in  parallel  lines,  so  arranged  that  a  person  entering 
at  the  public  door  could  only  reach  the  counter  bypass- 
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over^nught.  were  packed  mWv^^h  """'^'1.  °^  ^^t 
whom  we  had  s4n  vh^^^^^t'^^'"''^^ 

urdims  now;  rather  youSe^lP  J*'"":  „^"*  "»* 
had  reached  the  counter  thS  *'*P*  half  a  down 
shouting  and  quarrE'  Th,  u'^T  °^«<1  behind, 
the  levll  of  thTcouSfr  k    ".V^^  *  ^^o^  in  the  wajl.  at 

tnbuted  them  in  smaiw  k  ^^P  byservere,  whodis- 
who  flung  down  me^"^JLc3"1n  t^  '"^  ^"^  '^^^ 
madly  as  though  fiends  w^re  after  t?Tu^^  ^^^'  ^^^ 
door,  out  of  thi  pandemoS^^m  Kt"' *^°"8^h  *  ^^^d 
And  unceasingly  the™"™ '°*°  ^^^  darkhng street, 
m  the  wall  af d^  unceSlv  f^"^  ^^P"""''^  **  ^h«  hole 
and  borne  oil  by  th^  S  *^7  J^^re  plucked  away 
nation  was  appLn^^x  o^GW '^^"'  ^^osede^^ 
were  their  tatteis  ^*®"*'  ^^^  whose  wings 

I'W^t  are  those  discs?  "I  inquired 

^^^..t^'l^n/"^  cash.  yo"see7'  ^^^^°  *  ''^'  *°^" 

"wSt  on'^ar^'TJ.'pt'B'/'inveo^muchobliged." 
" Everything.™ sSd      ^"'*^«  a^ked.     ^^ 

by  Sf^Kl^^^JJ^^^^^        Of  Hanbridge  and 
And  everywhere  in  the  dS,f  ^?^,.*t  Bleakiidge. 
the  urchins,  often  hatfessl^^r^  .-"^Sht  I  could  L 
scuddmg  over  the TmScH™''"?'' '^«=«Jy  shod, 
wavy  green,  and  above  tee  nof^^."?"*J^**>  ^^ets  o 
the  shrill  outcry   "7ia„^,^°'^^  °^  ^^ffic  I  couldhear 
ball  Edition   5^«^  .f'i'lf  „  ^^optball  Edition.    F^" 
the  m^ht  of  Jofl^att  Sd  of  ?hr  "^^^  ^"^°™«^o' 
from  Knype.  and  of  fte  rSlts  of^^'^^i"^  "^  ''"'aster 
matches~not  counti^  Rugby  *  ^"""^^  *>"»« 
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During  the  course  of  the  evening,  when  Stirling  had 
thoroughly  accustomed  himself  to  the  state  of  being  in 
sole  charge  of  an  expert  from  the  British  Museum 
London  and  the  high  walls  round  his  more  private  soui 
had  yielded  to  my  timid  but  constant  attacks,  we  grew 
fairly  mtimate.    And  in  particular  the  doctor  proved 
to  me  that  his  reputation  for  persuasive  raciness  with 
patients  was  well  founded.   Yet  upto  the  time  of  dessert 
I  migut  have  been  justified  in  supposing  that  that  much- 
praised  "  manner  "  in  a  sick-room  was  nothing  but  a 
provmcial  legend.    Such  may  be  the  influence  of  a  quite 
motiensive  and  shy  Londoner  in  the  country.    At  half- 
past  ten,  Titus  being  already  asleep  for  the  night  in  an 
arm-chau-,  we  sat  at  ease  over  the  fire  in  the  study  tell- 
mg  each  other  stories.    We  had  dealt  with  the  arts,  and 
with  medicine;  now  we  were  deahng  with  Ufe,  in  those 
aspects  of  it  which  cause  men  to  laugh  and  women  un- 
easily to  wonder.    Once  or  twice  we  had  mentioned  the 
Brmdleys.    The  hour  for  their  arrival  was  come.    But 
bemg  deeply  comfortable  and  content  where  I  was,  I  felt 
no  impatience.    Then  there  was  a  tap  on  the  window. 
That  s  Bobbie!  "  said  StirUng,  rising  slowly  from 
tas  Chan-.       He  won't  refuse  whisky,  even  if  you  do. 
I'd  better  get  another  bottle." 
The  tap  was  repeated  peevishly. 
"  I'm  coming,  laddie!  "  Stirling  protested. 
He  slippered  out  through  the  haU  and  through  the 
surgery  to  the  side  door,  I  following,  and  Titus  sneezing 
and  snuffing  m  the  rear. 

"  I  say,  mester,"  said  a  heavy  voice  as  the  doctor 
opened  the  door.  It  was  not  Brindley,  but  Jos  Myatt 
Unable  to  locate  the  bell-push  in  the  dark,  he  had  char- 
actensticaUy  attacked  the  sole  illuminated  window. 
He  demanded,  or  he  commanded,  very  curtly,  that  the 
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"^w??J*th7h^"-^^.'?«.  calmly, 
step  insisted.         **^'^'  ""^P'aous  voiob  on  the  door- 

rU  Zlpt  th^Zr^^y'  «  r  ''°"'t  sprint,  man 
to  do  with  ye?  »    ^'J  he  to  me.    "And  what  am  I 

"  I  don't  c^e"  7  ^i'^  ?  ^^«-" 
-J  j:?  a  ti^v^T;.'.'  '^'^  'o^terously.     "  jfs  ^  pub 

gonHS^  '&?e""AH  and  his  assistant 

see  patient  at  Toft  End  n^u  ^°"«  "'ith  doctor  to 
^e  pushed  under  BSJev??r™.^"^*  "P-^-  ^  "  ThS 
Ve^soon  we  we,rvSSni?°r''°"'^yfortX 
fet  speed  of  the  car,  an^  Sf  veW  ''S  '*'^**  »«  the 
tant  furnaces  began  to  shL  ov"  h  ^^^^^^'^'^s  "f  dis- 
It  wasexhilarati^glvcoMT.i  ^°'^  ''°«fs  below  us 
bracing  after  thp  fn.^V'^^^ar  and  frosty  niXw 

ioyousSuSen«;°tSar"?.*^°^  «^«^*X'  I w^' 


and 


this  m^iingLI?""-    "  S"t  seeing  w..  „«  fetched  you 

himself.  '  i&Sterwas^t^^.^  "l^^'  *°  ^e  sui«  for 
capable.  KnewS^Ib^u^f'^'i^fharge.  Seemed'vet 
the  high  social  statiB^^f  !  ^YeTthmg.  Until  ye  «t  t^ 
People^seem  to  m^^"  m  f '^  ".'  *  'Irape'^  ffia^t 
PH'fessional  assisS'  *°  '''^"  *^^^  <=Md«n^So^t 
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"  Then  do  you  think  there's  anything  wrong?  "  I 
asked. 

"  I'd  not  be  surprised." 

He  changed  to  the  second  speed  as  the  car  topped 
the  first  bluff.  We  said  no  more.  The  night  and  the 
mission  solemnized  us.  And  gradually,  as  we  rose 
towards  the  purple  skies,  the  Five  Towns  wrote  them- 
selves out  in  fire  on  the  irregular  plain  below. 

"  That's  Hanbridge  Town  HaU,"said  Stirling,  point- 
ing to  the  right.  "  And  that's  Bursley  Town  Hall,"  he 
said,  pointing  to  the  left.  And  there  were  many  other 
beacons,  dominatmg  the  jewelled  street -lines  that  faded 
on  the  horizon  into  golden-tinted  smoke. 

The  road  was  never  quite  free  of  houses.  After 
occurring  but  sparsely  for  half  a  mile,  they  thickened 
into  a  village— the  suburb  of  Bursley  called  Toft  End. 
I  saw  a  moving. red  light  in  front  of  us.  It  was  the 
reverse  of  Myatt's  bicycle  lantern.  The  car  stopped 
near  the  dark  facade  of  the  inn,  of  which  two  yellow 
windows  gleamed.  Stirling,  under  Myatt's  shouted 
guidance,  backed  into  an  obscure  yard  under  cover. 
The  engine  ceased  to  throb. 

"  Friend  of  mine,"  he  introduced  me  to  Myatt.  "  By 
the  way,  Loring,  pass  me  my  bag,  will  you?  Mustn't 
forget  that."  Then  he  extinguished  the  acetylene  lamps, 
and  there  was  no  hght  in  the  yard  except  the  ray  of  the 
bicycle  lantern  which  Myatt  held  in  his  hand.  We 
groped  towards  the  house.  Strange,  every  step  that 
I  take  in  the  Five  Towns  seems  to  have  the  genuine 
quality  of  an  adventure! 
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In  five  minutes  I  was  of  no  account  in  the  scheme  of 
things  at  Toft  End,  and  I  began  to  wonder  why  I  had 
come.    Stirling,  my  sole  protector,  had  vanished  up  the 


advertisementsL^d  S^^i?„^™^  ^'"ous  in  neCLS 
•^^^  suggested  an        f  "°"se  of  Lords     ThTii  ^ 


J^jpH^pe^  -JV  ^ 
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mdestroctible  work,  a  paper-covered  Whitaker,  the 
Licensed  Vtctmllers'  Almanac,  Johnny  Ludlow,  the 
illustrated  catalogue  of  the  Exhibition  of  1856,  Cruden's 
Concordance,  and  seven  or  eight  volumes  of  Knight's 
Penny  Encyclopaedia.  While  I  was  poring  on  these  titles 
I  heard  movements  overhead— previously  there  had 
been  no  sound  whatever— and  with  guilty  haste  I  re- 
stored the  candle  to  the  table  and  placed  myself  negli- 
gently m  front  of  the  fiie.  ® 

"Now  don't  let  me  see  ye  up  here  any  more  till  I 
fetch  ye !  said  a  woman's  distant  voice— not  crossly 
but  firmly.  And  then,  crossly:  '■  Be  off  with  ye  now!  " 
Reluctant  boots  on  the  stairs!  Jos  Myatt  entered 
to  me.  He  did  not  speak  at  first;  nor  did  I.  He 
avoided  my  glance.  He  was  still  wearing  the  cut-away 
coat  with  the  hne  of  mud  up  the  back.  I  took  out  my 
watch,  not  for  the  sake  of  information,  but  from  mere 
nervousness  and  the  sight  of  the  watch  reminded  me 
that  it  would  be  prudent  to  wind  it  up. 

"  Better  not  forget  that."  I  said,  winding  it. 
"  Ay!  "  said  he,  gloomUy.    "  It's  a  tip."    And  he 
wound  up  his  watch;  a  large,  thick,  golden  one. 

This  watch-winding  established  a  basis  of  inter- 
course between  us. 

"I  hope  everything  is  going  on  all  right,"  1 
murmured.  " 

''  What  dun  ye  say?  "  he  asked. 
T    "  ^  f*7.^  'i^P*  everything  is  going  on  aU  right," 
I  repeated  louder,  and  jerked  my  head  in  the  dir^tion 
of  the  stairs,  to  indicate  the  place  from  which  he  had 
come. 

u  Im**'  ".  ^®  exclaimed,  as  if  surprised.  "  Now 
what  U  ye  have,  mester?  "  He  stood  waiting.  "  It's 
my  call  to-night."  ^ 

I  explained  to  him  that  I  never  took  alcohol.  It 
was  not  quite  true,  but  it  was  as  true  as  most  general 
propositions  are. 


1    ': 


hi,  ft 
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3«    «IBH*r«»K0P™«^„^^ 

wnat  do  yo«  thint?  >>  >, 
scornfully.    It  was  pSely  « if?e1,™'^^»«»lly  and 
thrnk  that  anybodv  hi^  ,  ?f    "*''^<^said:  "Dovou 
teetotaller,  in  ^y  ^fc..'-™  -«  would  no/^a" 

..^t/^°«?onachair.    ' 
sofa.    I  tooJ  it'^"^'''  -"^^ter."  he  said,  pointing  to  the 

%hSr'£jX<J;-^e;   then  dropped  i,  and 
hJs  vases  of  blue  gl^     Hi,^       mantelpiece  between 
hesitating  and  cC    ^ZT'^'P^  ^^re  very  slw 
smoked  for  a  lone  «me  h»    ^  ""*  ^^^  c'Wdle,  wWdi 
bookcase.    AsZSof  thTJl!  T""  the  lamp't^  t£ 
pocket  and  the  lampta  4  wth^'^'^t  '^^  «  his  righ? 
the  lamp,  cautiouslv  fmlT    i*^""^  ^^  had  to  chanre 
opened  the  cupCd  I  saw  ^h  k  *?  ''^'^-     WhSe 
everyshelf  of  it^xc^pt  h^^l^^'^'A  gfean,  ?f  silver  from 
the  foms  of  ceremonial  cu^*'^.'*^<=ould  distinguish 
mense  handles.  ^  ^"  pedestals  and  im- 

::  I  suppose  these  are  your  pots?  "I  said. 

victSes^^fJrdsle^hr.^J^'™"?  "^  ^   -anifold 
paths  and  highroal^u^jer'^^ong  endless  Snde^ 

gomg  up  anddown  hke  treld,^^  !Ta\^  ^"^^  knees 
howls  of  vast  populations    "Sid  T^'^'  ^^"'"ts  and 

t^ons  l<«t  m^a  S"of  K^^^^^''  -'«>  their  in^^' 
ofthem";-  ^''""^^S^'^l^e"  I  had  fingered  the  last 
sofa'.'  ^  "^-y  «"«  ^°^  -deed.  »  I  said,  resuming  the 
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He  took  a  penny  bottle  of  ink  and  a  pen  out  of  the 
bookcase,  and  a'-^o,  from  the  lowest  shelf,  a  bag  of 
money  and  a  long  narrow  account  book.    Then  he  sat 
down  at  the  table  and  commenced  accountancy.    It 
was  clear  that  he  regarded  his  task  as  formidable  and 
complex.    To  see  him  reckoning  the  coins,  manipulat- 
ing the  pen,  splashing  the  ink,  scratching  the  page;  to 
hear  him  whispering  consecutive  numbers  aloud,  and 
muttering  mysterious  anathemas  against  the  untamable 
naughtiness  of  figures— all  this  was  painful,  and  with  the 
painfutaess  of  a  simple  exercise  rendered  difficult  by  in- 
aptitude and  incompetence.    I  wanted  to  jump  up  and 
cry  to  him:  "  Get  out  of  the  way,  man,  and  let  me  do 
it  for  you !   I  can  do  it  while  you  are  wiping  hairs  from 
your  pen  on  your  sleeve."  I  was  sorry  for  him  because  he 
was  ridiculous— and  even  more  grotesque  than  ridicu- 
lous.   I  felt,  quite  acutely,  that  it  was  a  shame  that 
he  could  not  be  for  ever  the  central  figure  of  a  field  of 
mud,  kicking  a  ball  into  long  and  grandiose  parabolas 
higher  than  gasometers,  or  breaking  an  occasional  leg 
surrounded  by  the  violent  affection  of  hearts  whose 
melting-point  was  the  exclamation,  "Good  old  Jos!  " 
I  felt  that  if  he  must  repose  his  existence  ought  to 
have  been  so  contrived  that  he  could  repose  in  im- 
passive and  senseless  dignity,  Uke  a  mountain  watching 
the  flight  of  time.     The  conception  of  him  tracing 
symbols  in  a  ledger,  counting  shillings  and  sixpences, 
descending  to  arithmetic,  and  suffering  those  humilia- 
tions which  are  the  invariable  preliminaries  to  legiti- 
mate fatherhood,  was  shocking  to  a   nicp  taste  for 
harmonious  fitness.  .  .  .     What,  th'«;  precious  and 
terrific  organism,  this  slave  with  a  specialty  —  whom 
distant  towns  had  once  been  anxious  to  buy  at  the 
prodigious  figure  of  five  hundred  pounds— obliged  to  sit 
in  a  mean  chamber  and  wait  silently  while  the  woman 
of  his  choice  encountered  the  supreme  peril!    And  he 
would  "  soon  be  past  footbaU ! "    He  was  "  thirty-four 


i; 
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ifadayl"    it  ""^  "^^  ^VE  TOWNS 

cou^d  not  kick  a  bStwSt  ^^"^  <««cto,r  who 
*^?'dc  If  they  broke  rSi?.'l'?°.r"?dprobabfy 

million  of  people/    He  ^fhf  k-  J  *  'l"arter  of  a 

w^  more  suiterf^  k-      "«nded  the  fire     a  r^  ' 
glanced  aC  Wm   ^J^^P^^ty  than  a 'pen  ^g' 
crept  to  the  dooS^rTh/^of^H^  anxious.  ^^  then 
There  was  no  sound  •  and  th?/     *^^  '**^  and  listened 
who  was  bringinThi'tf  fh        V^  curious.    The  wom,« 

heard  muiBed  movemin^n^-    ^I"^  "^  ^^ice  I  had 


;«» 
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of  majesty  in  crises  that  ought  to  be  majestic,  her  in- 
curable indignity,  dispisted  me,  aroused  my  disdain. 
I  wanted,  as  a  philosc-pher  of  all  the  cultures,  to  feel 
that  the  present  w  is  imleed  a  majestic  crisis,  to  be  so 
esteemed  by  a  supi.  ior  man.  I  could  not.  Though 
the  crisis  possibly  intimidated  me  somewhat,  yet,  on 
behalf  of  Jos  Myatt,  I  was  ashamed  of  it.  This  may 
be  reprehensible,  but  it  is  true. 

He  sat  down  by  the  fire  and  looked  at  the  fire.  I 
could  not  attempt  to  carry  on  a  conversation  with  him, 
and  to  avoid  the  necessity  for  any  talk  at  all.  I  extended 
mj-self  on  the  sofa  and  averted  my  face,  wondering  once 
agam  why  I  had  accompanied  the  doctor  to  Toft  End. 
The  doctor  was  now  in  another,  an  inaccessible  world. 
I  dosed,  and  from  my  doze  I  was  roused  by  Jos  Mvatt 
going  to  the  door  on  the  stairs. 

"  Jos."  said  a  voice.    "  It's  a  girl." 
Then  a  silence. 

I  admit  there  was  a  flutter  in  my  heart.  Another 
soul  another  formed  and  unchangeable  temperament, 
tumbled  mto  the  wo  'd!  Whence?  Whither?  . 
As  for  the  quality  of  majesty— yes,  if  silver  trumpets 
had  announced  the  advent,  instead  of  a  stout,  aproned 
woman,  the  moment  could  not  have  been  more  majestic 
in  Its  sadness.  I  say  "  sadness,"  M*ich  is  the  inevitable 
and  sole  efiect  of  these  eternal  and  banal  questions. 
"Whence?    Whither?" 

"  Is  her  bad?  "  Jos  whispered. 

..b'^*'*  P'*"^  ^^'"  ^^  ^^'^  v°i«.  but  cheerily. 
Bnng  me  up  another  scuttle  o'  coal." 
When  he  returned  to  the  parlour,  after  being  again 
dismissed,  I  said  to  him: 

]'  Well,  I  congratulate  you." 
"I  thank  ye ! "  he  said, and  sat  down.    Presently  I 
could  hear  him  muttering  to  himself,  mildly:  "  Hell" 
Helll    Hell!"  .  j-  <=u. 

I  thought :  "  Stirling  will  not  be  very  long  now,  and 
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nor  was  there  any  m^e  frl^  k^  '^^  "»»  aPPear 
•ubmit  to  the  predSnt  T  «7  Vt,'  ^  ^^ 
the.  window  affected^  Sck^rfi^*  ''*^««  from 
to  my  shoulden  as  a  co^t^L  *  S' °^"<=°at  "P 
between  the  red  curttiT^f  *?*"  • " .  ^'°'«h  «  gap 
star  bhzing.  it  paSTfeW^*  tr**"*  ^  "'"''^  »««  a 
concerting  rapiditf'^^elSjvenL  *="'*^?  ^th  dis- 
whirlmg  as  usual  '""verse  was  swinging  and 

VII 

ttri^L'^-l^SfJ-X'S-    ^."«'''^— nd, 

blind.    Isa[!;;atSjh^e?mi"r-'™"«^«««'^^ 
composing  my  attitude^o  tSnoS^^I'  ""^"'"ntariJy 
the  room  should  imagine  that  r^Jv'""^^*  «*« 
patiently  wide-awakelu  LIS    rt.  ^°  "th^rthan 
Pariour-that  leadinir  to  ilt  k        *^™'"'  ''o<»'  °f  ti^e 
"«  Quart-was  S  Sd  T  j^-J""™  «f  the  Foam- 
^th  shelves  risiKCd  it  «n^  V'  ^'^^^  ^  «*«". 
of  a  beer-engine  ft  .neend  ^1"*'  "^1?''*  '^"ndles 
not  see  was  evidently  nnLi*-^""*  '^^°'"  I  could 
Principal  entrancetSebJ^?f.'"Tl,""^^«  t^e 

«.e.vSp;rMi,?^£^^    -^  f-MV'  said 

I've  iSced^Sd^tSu'^l^*  V"?-  «-  -^e  as 
quartern  o'  gin  "  ^  '*'  J°s.     Give  us  a 

-n^e  door  grated  again  and  a  bolt  was  drawn.  i; 


m:  ■  'a«ti,,.it»^.r 
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The  two  men  passed  together  behind  the  bar,  and  to 
within  my  vision.  Charlie  had  a  grey  muffler  round  his 
neck  J  his  hands  were  far  in  his  pockets  and  seemed  to 
be  at  strain,  as  though  trying  to  prevent  his  upper  and 
his  lower  garments  from  flying  apart.  Jos  Myatt  was 
extremely  dishevelled.  In  the  little  man's  demeanour 
towards  the  big  one  there  was  now  none  of  the  self- 
conscious  pride  in  the  mere  fact  of  acquaintance  that 
I  had  noticed  on  the  field.  Clearly  the  two  were 
intimate  friends,  perhaps  relatives.  While  Jos  was 
dispensing  the  gin,  Charlie  said,  in  a  low  tone: 

"WeU,  what  luck,  Jos?" 

This  was  the  first  reference,  by  either  of  them,  to 
the  crisis. 

Jos  deliberately  finished  pouring  out  the  gin. 
Then  he  said: 

"  There's  two  on  'em,  Charlie." 

"  Two  on  'em?    What  mean'st  tha',  lad?  " 

"  I  mean  as  it's  twins." 

Charlie  and  I  were  equally  startled. 

"  Thou  never  saysl  "  he  murmured,  incredulous. 

"  Ay!    One  o'  both  sorts,"  said  Jos. 

"  Thou  never  says!  "  Charlie  repeated,  holding  his 
glass  of  gin  steady  in  his  hand. 

"  One  come  at  summat  after  one  o'clock,  and  th' 
other  between  five  and  six.  I  had  for  fetch  old 
woman  Eardley  to  help.  It  were  more  tlum  a 
handful  for  Susannah  and  th'  doctor." 

Astonishing,  that  I  should  have  slept  through  these 
events! 

"How  is  her?"  asked  Charlie,  quietly,  as  it  wei« 
casually.  I  think  this  appearance  of  casualness  was 
caused  by  the  stoic  suppression  of  the  symptoms  of 
anxiety. 

"  Her's  bad,"  said  Jos,  briefly. 

"  And  I  am  na'  surprised,"  said  Charlie.  And  he 
lifted  the  glass.     "  Well— here's  luck."     He  sipped 


\\\ 


.till 
'"■■JJI 


56    THE  MATADOR  OP  THE  FIVE  TOWNS 

Then  he  took  SS  Z  ^  *^*  "*  V^*y' 

"Hast  seen  her?  "    ^' 

iet  m;!S.W;^t'X"ir'"^*»»^  »»"««• 

"MiMis?"  Her  was  raving  like." 

"Ayl" 

whBky  at  live^lS  V  «d  thaf s  all  1^  ?  f !« l'^  o' 
Charlie  finished  his  rin     Th«  ^-     *'**>  ''*^- 
. "  WeU."  said  ChaWir.;^S!?^.''*«>d..«ifcat. 


Neve  lid  I'  Snrn^S^- ?  i^' iriK 
morn^,  as  it  was'twin;i';^'~S«  to"?-  ^"*  "^ 

••5St«ifXM3^Sr'" 

"  Now   t^      rK,   u       "Phe,  defensively 
™<'l!ft}^"and'ttb^^  «i?M 

Charli.  di^Sy'^  *"^'' "  "  '««^ ««  «  wench."  «dd 

^fn-l^^dSitS^^ILy^^  J-    •-..- 

Nay.nayl"    Charlie  shoorUs  head 

-Hie  n>2ntS='=So  o^nS  ^T  "^  ^  -'^"^' 
he  was  absolutely  foStoP^7'«  V^  P^**  "»*« 
Jos  Myatt  knew  his^.  °  ^^^    ^  '^'^^  see  also  that 


'r^ 


^^w^mmm&mv^ 


■ 
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"  Thou  laidst  me  u  it  wasna'  a  lad,"  Jm  almost 
■houted.    "  And  a  lad  it  is,  I  tell  thee." 

"AndiL  wench  I  "  said  Charlie ;  then  shook  his  head. 

The  wrangle  proceeded  monotonously,  each  party 
repeating  over  and  over  again  the  phrases  of  his  own 
aigument.  I  was  very  glad  that  Jos  did  not  know  me 
to  be  a  witness  of  the  making  of  the  bet;  otherwise  I 
should  assuredly  have  been  summoned  to  give  judgment. 

"  Let's  call  it  off,  then,"  Charlie  suggested  at  kngth. 
"  That'll  settk)  it.    And  it  being  twins—" 

"  Nay,  thou  old  devil,  I'll  none  caU  it  off.  Thou 
owes  me  half  a  quid,  and  I'll  have  it  out  of  thee." 

"  Look  ye  here,"  CharUe  said  more  softly.  "  I'll 
tell  thee  what'll  settle  it.  Which  on  'em  come  first, 
th'  lad  or  th'  wench?  " 

"Th'  wench  come  iirst,"  Jos  Myatt  admitted, 
with  resentful  reluctance,  dully  aware  that  defeat  was 
awaiting  him. 

"Well,  theni  Th'  wench  is  thy  eldest  child. 
That's  law,  that  i«.  And  what  was  us  betting  about, 
Jos  lad?  Us  was  betting  about  thy  eldest  and  no 
other.  I'll  admit  as  I  laid  it  wasna'  a  lad,  as  u>ou 
sayst.  And  it  womm'  a  lad.  First  come  is  eldest, 
and  us  was  betting  about  eldest." 

Charlie  stared  at  the  father  in  triumph. 
Jos  Myatt  pushed  roughly  past  him  in  the  narrow 
space  behind  the  bar,  and  came  into  the  parlour. 
Nodding  to  me  curtly,  he  unlocked  the  bookcase  and 
took  two  crown  pieces  from  a  leathern  purse  which 
lay  next  to  the  bag.  Then  he  returned  to  the  bar 
and  banged  the  coins  on  the  counter  with  fury. 

"Take  thy  brassl  "  he  shouted  angrily.  "Take 
thy  brassl  But  thon'rt  a  damned  shark,  Charlie,  and 
if  anybody  'ud  give  me  a  plug  o'  bacca  for  doing  it, 
I'd  bash  thy  face  in." 

The  other  sniggered  contentedly  as  he  picked  up 
his  money. 


3«     T^MAT^OHOPTXn.p,VE,«^S 

He^^*,;^V^d  Charlie. 

.^ence  of  d^So^'^S^^  *«  ,an  occasional 
fear.  But  he  was  xnonT,^  J^-  ^^"'  »"<»  felt  m 
not  allowed,  in  his^^S^^^S  no  fear.  He  h^d 
exasperated  condition  oTfo!  m!  «^  «tuation.  for  the 
"-'que  e^peri,„,,^  „?  tl^f  Myatfs  nerves  under  thi 

'-JlelSrc!S!:<J,J'to  a  hundred  wrinkles  and  his 

hon^ty™^.^'  tr^^oVffi.'^P*'""'^  his  natve 

ir^F-- ^afd^t^^^^^^^  now  can^e 

"'wSV"'^  to  ther-r?om^'^°"'  ^^  ^*<-J 

,„,^.^tsup.SusannahP"josdenundedinanew 

CharhVsarm.  ^^       J°*    '^''"^ded    again,   loosi.^ 

"Uce  St,^"^;'  f:j^'««  feebly  whimpered, 
"o^catmg  suddenness  S  Tu'^T-  *»'  '»•«  haxTd 
and  rushed  madly  bark  Jif         .  ^""^  »*<>  wild  sols 

»ound  of  her  sote'SIed  ^^t'  "^^  ^'»««-  ^d^S 
-d^expn.,  altc^etrt^'l.-tt^-dedth^s^. 

Srr,S^:3^*-<*  other. 
-«^.  Pushed^thSiti^-'Pieces  to  the  counter 

J^a^^  I'h  '"'™'^d  faintly. 
Pa^  fSed""'"  '^'^^y  t°  th^e  ground.    Another 
4*  God  is  my  witness  »  k- 

v^jce  saturate!  S^^''  "^^ed  solemnly. 

s,   hereneafp^  "tmt_  ,  "^'     as  God  is  m.r.^^ 


his 


,^jce  saturate!  ^S^^  ..  ^^— .  ~«m„iy. 


^ 
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Little  Charlie  gazed  up  at  him  sadly,  plaintively, 
for  what  seemed  a  long  while. 

"It's  good-bye  to  th'  First  League,  then,  for 
Knype!  "  be  tragically  muttered,  at  length. 


VIII 

Dr  Stirling  drove  the  car  very  slowly  back  to 
Bursley.  We  glided  gently  down  into  the  populous 
valleys.  All  the  stimted  trees  were  coated  with  rime, 
which  made  the  sharpest  contrast  with  their  black 
branches  and  the  black  mud  under  us.  The  high 
chinmeys  sent  forth  their  black  smoke  calmly  and  tire- 
lessly into  the  fresh  blue  sky.  Stmday  had  descended 
on  the  vast  landscape  like  a  phjreical  influence.  We 
saw  a  snake  of  chilcken  winding  out  of  a  dark  brown 
Sunday  school  into  a  dark  brown  chapel.  And  up 
from  the  valleys  came  all  the  bells  of  all  the  temples 
of  all  the  different  gods  of  the  Five  Towns,  chiming, 
clanging,  ringing,  each  insisting  that  it  alone  invited 
to  the  altar  of  the  one  God.  And  priests  and  acol)rtes 
of  the  various  cults  hurried  occasionally  along,  in  silk 
hats  and  bright  neckties,  and  smooth  coats  with  folded 
handkerchiefs  sticking  out  of  the  pockets,  busy,  happy 
and  self-imj)ortant,  the  convinced  heralds  of  eternal 
salvation:  no  doubt  nor  hesitation  as  to  any  fimda- 
mental  truth  had  ever  entered  their  minds.  We  passed 
through  a  long,  straight  street  of  new  red  houses  with 
blue  ^ate  roofs,  all  gated  and  gardened.  Here  and 
there  a  girl  with  her  hair  in  pins  and  a  rough  brown 
apron  over  a  gaudy  frock  was  stoning  a  ttaat  step.  And 
half-way  down  the  street  a  man  in  a  scarlet  jersey, 
supported  by  two  women  in  blue  bonnets,  was  beating 
a  drum  and  crjnng  aloud:  "  My  friends,  you  ipay  die 
to-night.    Where,  I  ask  you,  where — ?  "    But  he  had 


E  n^^H 


:<Z"r"-— - 


The  drum 


'«"j»Kd  uTar  5S.!?"-  — 

^tte  Knype  Football  cLbfc*'^  <^ge  over  tte^ruin 

Nomis3ef^^^*3^"inforamgh,yo„.g^,  ' 

««ng  Toft  eSa*  *''''«=«'«?  there?  "I  asked  indi  l 


#  ▼ir^--*« 
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"  What  do  you  mean?  " 

"  A  man  like  that— left  with  two  babies  I  " 

"Oh  I  "he  said.  "They'll  manage  that  aU  right.  His 
sister's  a  widow.  She'll  go  and  live  with  him.  She's  as 
fond  of  those  infants  ateady  as  if  they  were  her  own." 

We  drew  up  at  his  double  gates. 

"  Be  sure  ye  explain  to  Brindley,"  he  said,  as  I  left 
him,  "  that  it  isn't  my  fault  ye've  had  a  night  out  of 
bed.  It  was  your  own  doing.  I'm  going  to  get  a  bit 
of  sleep  now.  See  you  this  evening.  Bob's  asked  mis 
to  supper." 

A  servant  was  sweeping  Bob  Brindley 's  poi  h  and  the 
frcnit  door  was  open.  I  went  in.  The  sound  of  the  piano 
guided  me  to  the  drawing-room.  Brindley,  the  morning 
cigarette  between  his  Ups,  was  playing  one  of  Maurice 
Ravel's  "  L'heure  espagnole."  He  held  his  head  back 
so  as  to  keep  the  smoke  out  of  his  eyes.  His  children 
in  their  blue  jerseys  were  building  bricks  on  the  carpet. 

Without  ceasing  to  play  he  addressed  me  calmly: 

"  You're  a  nice  chap  I  Where  the  devil  have  you 
been? " 

And  one  of  the  little  boys,  glancing  up,  said,  with 
roguish,  imitative  innocence,  in  his  high,  shrill  voice: 

"  Where  the  del  you  been?  " 


MIMI 


for  th!  fir^t  time  ?2  vasTa 'd"l  fff  •  ^'  ^"^  "°^  ^«^ 
southern  pleasure  dt^nt?i»  S?'"^"?^  spectacle  of  tht 
season.  A  s^ctac  e^t^  In?- ""''"'  ^'^'^  °^  ^«^  a"t"™» 
splendourV  K  yet  EdwS"r*"^  "^".^y  "^  '»«« 
reason  for  his  gloom  wSIS  ^^'^  gloomy-  One 
with  a  deflated  E^e^„*  ^  ''^''  J"**  '«"  ^  bicycle. 

Preston  Street     Not  ~rW  an  f^"^*^  f*  *  *°P» 
gloom!    .    .    .      WeU  ^h^f'^        adequate  reason  for 

informed  by   he  blue' cS? V-   '*''-*^- .   "'  '^'^  been 

tion,  that  4  troSe  w^  "ZT  *"''  **"^  ^P^'^" 

There  J2L'SrK*iJS  """  °^  ^^  «'-- 
stand  me-nota  hone^^^""^^"*'"-    "nder- 

honeymoon^^Uo'trtTasTver'b^^n"^"'  '"/.^  '^^ 
moon  can  look  hart  ..rJ,!!  *u     5      °  °"  *  "^^^l  honey- 

saythatfti^'a^utnTL^UtXw  Th  '"*"""^ 
IS  m  ts  nature  and  rontpn^r        ^     l^'   ^  honeymoon 

and  so  pitted^tHLXgTSrtii^t'tir^"""' 
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And  Edward  Coe  was  far  from  irresponsible.  Nor  was 
he  only  a  little  in  love.  Moreover,  the  circumstances 
of  his  marriage  were  peculiar,  and  he  had  married  a 
dark,  brooding,  passionate  girl. 

Mrs  Coe  was  the  younger  of  two  sisters  named  Olive 
Wardle,  well  known  in  the  most  desirable  circles  in  the 
Five  Towns.  I  mean  those  circles  where  intellectual 
and  artistic  tastes  are  united  with  sound  incomes  and 
excellent  food  deUcately  served.  It  will  certainly  be 
asked  w'.jy  two  sisters  should  be  named  Olive.  The 
answer  is  that  though  Olive  One  and  Olive  Two  were 
treated  as  sisters,  and  even  treated  themselves  as  sisters, 
they  were  not  sisters.  They  were  not  even  half-sisters. 
They  had  first  met  at  the  age  of  nine.  The  father  of 
OUve  One,  a  widower,  had  married  the  mother  of  Olive 
Two,  a  widow.  OUve  One  was  the  elder  by  a  few 
months.  Olive  Two  gradually  allowed  herself  to  be 
called  Wardle  because  it  saved  trouble.  They  got  on 
with  O'  J  another  very  well  indeed,  especially  after  the 
deaf  f  both  parents,  when  they  became  joint  mis- 
tress each  with  a  separate  income,  of  a  nice  house 
at  Stv-yd,  the  fashionable  residential  vu.  e  on  the  rim 
of  the  Five  Towns.  Like  all  persons  who  live  long 
together,  they  grew  in  many  respects  alike.  Both  were 
dark,  brooding  and  passionate,  and  to  this  deep  simi- 
larity a  superficial  similarity  of  habits  and  demeanour 
was  added.  Only,  whereas  Olive  One  was  rather 
more  inclined  to  be  the  woman  of  the  world,  OUve  Two 
was  rather  more  inclined  to  study  and  was  particularly 
interested  in  the  theory  of  music. 

They  were  sought  after,  naturally.  And  yet  thiy 
had  reached  the  age  of  twenty-five  before  the  world  per- 
ceived that  either  of  them  was  not  sought  after  in  vain. 
The  fact,  obvious  enough,  that  Pierre  Emile  Vaillac  had 
become  an  object  of  profound  human  interest  to  OUve 
One— this  fact  excited  the  world,  and  the  world  would 
have  been  still  more  excited  had  it  been  aware  of  an- 
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other  fact  th.*  *  °' '^  *^  TOWNS 

««:^EmifeVaiiK'th^'  *"  °^^«>'«'-  namely  that 

tj^  young  children.  Mimi  A^"  i7''^c,  a  widower  wift 
■J.«»  a  great  authority  m  fh  ^-f*°'  **«  *  FrenchmaiT 
^.  Who  had  se«to*t'te^*J»  "^  «»S 
Pwner  m  one  of  the  cla^,vT.t-  ^  ^*"*ns  as^raert 
He  was  undoubted^  a^^  ^  fP^  «*  I-onK^ 
OhveOne,  when  tte  "^^.f  "'^?'ve  mant^*™''- 

naa  suddenly,  and  witho,rf  ^  "^^'^^  unmistakable 
of  poaching/  It  waTa  fS^LTr^'  **=«=«««»  OliveTW 
fti^^ne^llo^^"  *  *'^^  and  a  friiS 

fo^ven  and  never  foS4*''°^^T°'^^that  are  seK 
^^^^^  ^°"«n  of  cSderlh^''*'*^  their  lives;  but 
of  good  breeding,  each  dKtSt  ^  ZT'"''  *"*  and 

peJ^to^^-t~j;-ud'!:g.&S^^ 

gS^^S^i^^ferStf "-^^^^ 

to  her  beSd    «•  K  tT^l"  '^'^  ^^^  ^WS^ted 

conttoued  to  m^:  f^^*  7"M  go  in  ag^^j  t?"; 
found  the  secret  delici^*^^  "»!  f,n«agemeAt  ^J 
fg  episode  of  VaiE     Sh„^,™  ^?"°^«d  the  devastl7 

^3.rSor9^-^^»^r^t£f- 
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abo.  But  nothing  had  been  said.  Difficult  to  announce 
her  engagement  just  then  I  The  world  would  say  that 
she  had  married  out  of  imitation,  and  her  sister  would 
think  that  she  had  married  out  of  pique.  Besides,  there 
would  be  the  fuss,  which  Olive  Two  bated.  Already  the 
fuss  of  her  sister's  marriage,  and  the  effort  at  the  wed- 
ding of  pretending'  that  nothing  had  happened  between 
them,  had  fatigued  the  nerves  of  Olive  Two. 

Then  Edward  Coe  had  had  the  brilliant  and  seductive 
idea  of  marrying  in  secret.  To  slip  away,  and  then  to 
return,  saying,  "We  are  married.  That's  alll  "  .  .  . 
Why  not?  No  fuss!  No  ceremonial!  The  accom- 
plished fact,  which  simplifies  everjrthiigl 

It  was,  therefore,  a  secret  honeymoon  that  Edward 
Coe  was  on;  delightful— but  surrepticious,  furtive  I  His 
mental  condition  may  be  best  described  by  stating  that, 
though  he  was  conscious  of  rectitude,  he  somehow  could 
not  look  a  policeman  in  the  face.  After  all,  plain  people 
do  not  usually  run  off  on  secret  honeymoons.  Had  he 
acted  wisely?  Perhaps  this  question,  presenting  itself 
now  and  then,  was  the  chief  cause  of  his  improper  gloom. 


! 


II 

However,  the  spectacle  of  Brighton  on  a  fine  Satur- 
day afternoon  in  October  had  its  effect  on  Edward  Coe 
—the  effect  which  it  has  on  everybody.  Little  by  little 
it  inspired  him  with  the  joy  of  life,  and  straightened  his 
back,  and  put  a  sparkle  into  his  eyes.  And  he  was  filled 
with  the  consciousness  of  the  fact  that  it  is  a  fine' thing 
to  be  well-dressed  and  to  have  loose  gold  in  your  pocket, 
and  to  eat,  drink,  and  smoke  well;  and  to  be  among 
crowds  of  people  who  are  well-dressed  and  have  loose 
gold  in  their  pockets,  and  eat  and  drink  and  smoke  well ; 
and  to  know  that  a  magnificent  woman  will  be  waitmg 
fOT  you  at  a  certain  place  at  a  certain  hour,  and  that 
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^"TnSSf  Zl^^r^  ^^  orbs  Will  take  on 
that  she  is  ^erty  S  T'^'^  ^u^"  "^o"*.  aS 
bright  side  of  t&"ain  It'^X^  ^'^^^'^  <»»  ^ 
natter  a  bUbenyVlS' Jr^^'^  "°*  ultimately 
pnvate.  '^  ^"ccner  nis  mamage  was  public  or 

untots  Lir>!L*t^ti„?r  f  °°f  ^»  «-* 

newspaper  kiosque  ^  *°'  '"™  '=^°se  by  the 

an/S7s?«^,rrSl^g-^*^^  ^de  the.. 

(H.M.S.  i^om.S)  S  teh''^:,  '^^  *  ^0'  hat 
a  mild,  twinkling,  t^J/^8^''  *1°^  her  back,  and 

but  nevertheless^ihe^^etece^"'"**'^^*  '^"'^3'. 
Butt  r  ^S  u2„  ,T^^^^^  --.ht  have  fled. 
heheardherg?C'^^3^,^;J:f^''"'^*^«'-    ''^'^^. 

andlol  by  some  awful  dun^iS  „f  Jif  *^"?"~°. 
were  at  the  same  end!  ThTw!!!  1  ^**  2"*  ^^^^ 
he  wished  to  conceal  his  hone^^"^!^  '^°"'  ^"^om 
would  know  all  about  U  at  t W  "  T^  "  *as  over 
between  the  two  Ohvi  wo^d^  It^  '**^'  ^'^^ations 
difficultl  In  briSmTJj  •'*'H.'"°''"*ra»edand 
back  to  darkest  SimLm  ttf"  ^^  ?^"^  ^"fenO? 
be  caught  red-h3^^"sn^n*v'^'^  ^  worae  thanto 

She  noticed  to  coS^P^iT  ^"«3nnoon? 
noticed  it.    She  yJTS%T^f  ^'^  "^*  ^« 
httle  woman,  a  little  Fr«.M^^  ^      ^ut  she  was  also  a 

perfectly-aAdye^S^tSSr'^r^^^^ 
together,  she  and  Mr  Coe   ^it  1      ""^^  ''ad  flirted 

but  for  yea.  she  had^  ^^^  ^  "^Xltd-Z; 
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would  receive  callers  at  her  father's  house  (if  he  happened 
to  be  out )  with  a  delicious  imitation  of  a  practised  hostess. 
He  raised  his  hat  and  shook  hands  and  tried  to  play 
the  game. 

"  What  are  you  doing  here,  Mimi?  "  he  asked. 
"  What  are  you  doing  here?  "  she  parried,  laughing. 
And  then,  perceiving  his  increased  trouble,  and  that 
she  was  failing  in  tact,  she  went  on  rapidly,  with  a 
screwing  up  of  the  childish  shoulders  and  something 
between  a  kugh  and  a  grin :  "  It's  my  back.  It  seems 
it's  not  strong.  And  so  we've  taken  an  ever  so  jo'tv 
little  house  for  the  autumn,  because  of  the  air,  you 
know.    Didn't  you  know?  " 

No,  he  did  not  know.    That  was  the  worst  of  strained 
relations.    You  were  not  informed  of  events  in  advance. 
"Where?"  he  asked. 

"Oh!  "  she  said,  pointing.  "That  way.  On  tlie 
road  to  Rottingdean.  Near  the  big  girls'  school.  We 
came  in  on  that  lovely  electric  railway — along  the 
beach.    Have  you  been  on  it,  Mr  Coe?  " 

Terrible !    Rottingdean  was  precisely  the  scene  of  his 
hone)rmoon.    The  hazard  of  fate  was  truly  appalling. 
He  and  his  wife  might  have  walked  one  day  straight 
into  the  arms  of  her  sister!    He  went  hot  and  cold. 
"  And  where  are  the  others?  "  he  asked  nervously. 
"  Mamma  " — she  coloured  as  she  used  this  word,  so 
strange  on  her  lips — "  mamma's  at  home.   Father  may 
come  to-night.    And  Ada  has  brought  us  here  so  that 
Jean  can  have  his  hair  cut.    He  didn't  want  to  come 
without  me." 
"Ada?" 

"Ada's  a  new  servant.  She's  just  gone  in  there 
again  to  see  how  long  the  barber  will  be."  Mimi  indi- 
cated a  barber's  shop  opposite.  "And  I'm  waiting 
here,"  she  added. 

"  Mimi,"  he  said,  in  a  confidential  tone,  "  can  you 
keep  a  secret?  " 


••  What?  »  '"•     She  uniled  terloMt^. 

met  me  to^dS^?™-    ^'*  *«fl  "y«»<ly  yWw 
•Not  Jean? " 

been  Mimi-if  ahe  had  te^«  a«^e  « if  Mnnl  had  not 
girl.  But  »he^  Mir^°,1r?'***'>'EBg£i 
veiy  stroa*.  She  prSd^  ^u  *«5»Ptation*wM 
he  couM  nty  on  her'^'^^^''  ««vely.    He  knew  that 

Paction  that  he  £d  o^tt^^o^T**^  with^! 
about  Mimi'g  back,  ***  "^"^  ">y  cuii«% 

m 

pio'Kr^'^'- 7^to  hey«^,„  ^  ^ 

four.    She  was  coming  b  to  BriJh?^«  k*  ?,*l"«rter  to 

deanomnibi«,whi3,cJon  ^?w^,.''^*^«  «»**»«■ 
bw  mind,  occura  once  in7™^"'*™^^  *^«  ^'vw  changM 
being  under  the  n°^tt  ^k^ho'  ^^  houTI^ 
urgent  business,  hadK  **'?? '«>?^  to  London  on  , 
Despite  the  accident  tTSs  n«?t  ^"^  "*"«  ™ 
"rived  at  the  Ro^  YoThFu^*"^"  °«'*^e.  S  ' 
Rottingdean  omnibus  S^d^r^  TVi***  before  the 
and  set  down  the  ZS^?2^^  ^t  °^^  Steine 
«0ht  of  her  steppiTRf  *  *°?»^  his  wife.    The 

hm,.  ^TheyenteSSleLt^tS^l^  '^y  did  thrill 
tboughtheRoyalYo,,,J2i<^t^e^d.^o^ 
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women,  Olive  made  a  sensation  therein.  As  for  him, 
be  could  not  help  feeling  just  as  though  he  had  eloped 
with  her.  He  could  not  help  fancying  that  all  the 
brilliant  company  in  the  lounge  was  murmuring  under 
the  strains  of  the  band:  "That  johnny  there  has 
certainly  eloped  with  that  splendid  creature  I  " 

"  Ed,"  she  asked,  fixing  her  dark  eyes  upon  him, 
"  is  anything  the  matter?  " 

They  were  having  tea  at  a  little  Moorish  table  in  the 
huge  bay  window  of  the  lounge. 

"  No,"  he  said.  This  was  the  first  lie  of  his  career 
as  a  husband.  But  truly  he  could  not  bring  himself  to 
give  her  the  awful  shock  of  telling  her  that  the  Vaillacs 
were  close  at  hand,  that  their  secret  was  discovered, 
and  that  their  peace  and  security  depended  entirely 
upon  the  discretion  of  little  Mimi  and  upon  their  not 
meeting  other  VaiUacs. 

"  Then  it's  having  that  pimcture  that  has  upset 
you,"  his  wife  insisted.  You  see  her  feelings  towards 
him  were  so  passionate  that  she  could  not  leave  him 
alone.    She  was  utterly  preoccupied  by  him. 

••No,"  he  said  guiltily. 

"I'm  afraid  you  don't  very  much  care  for  this 
place,"  she  went  on,  because  she  knew  now  that  he 
was  not  telling  her  the  truth,  and  that  something,  in- 
deed, was  the  matter. 

"  On  the  contrary,"  he  replied,  "  I  was  informed 
that  the  finest  tea  and  the  most  perfect  toast  in 
Brighton  were  to  be  had  in  this  loimge,  and  upon  my 
soul  I  feel  as  if  I  could  keep  on  having  tea  here  for  ever 
and  ever  amen!  " 

He  was  trying  to  be  gay,  but  not  very  successfully. 

"  I  don't  mean  just  here,"  she  said.  "  I  mean  all 
this  south  coast." 

''^  Well—"  he  began  judiciaUy. 

"Ohi    Ed!"  she  implored  him.    "Do  say  you 
don't  like  it!  " 
4 
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«.Wu^"'='»*n»«J-    "  Don't  v«,P" 
-»«3'"'^*'-    "^""S"lirJhe  north." 

thi.  •outb  coait!^'     *^*  ""^"wd.    "You  adore 
"wV^'a   ?•  f?«'*«'  Positiwly. 

have  breatoed  a^rd~"         *'  °'  ~"™»  '  "Wouldn't 
;;Lrt'8  go  to-morrow,"  he  suggested. 
"WW  *  "*'*>*"'>one.      ^ 

dean  f"JcSSk  r;^"*"'  ^^'^  *°  '--  Rowing- 

cha^'tS'byffii;  S'a  "^•'?«'-    ^he   was    en- 
gramme.  ^^gavrs?ch  rs*  „??««/'  p^^ 

irresponsibility,  of  romaxTcel  °^  ^"*'^°"'    "^ 

joyousfr  '°"''  "''^ '*  '«   ^^   *°  the   waiter. 

not'LTb^^^^r'^SSorM^^^^^L    «««>»" 
formed  into  theXst  of  =7^  J^  suddenly  trans- 

saved.  TTieywereM^fCh"'^",';''^-  H*''^ 
By  no  chanL  wouldX  ^  "cauX""-.^""*  **''^- 
stick  in  their  rooms  S  the  evJn  ^^  "^"^ 
morrow  they  would  be  awavlnnT^?*'  '^^  °°  *he 
were  up.    Pana  X  "  mJ^^  "ng  before  the  Vaillacs 

for  late'^risiS^^J  wCThl/^^'- ^^'^  *''"*fe 
Olive  safe  iS  Sa^tSi   „r  1^°*  ^  magnificent 
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had  momentarily  quaked  leat  Mimi  and  company 
might  be  m  the  omnibus.  But  they  were  not.  They 
must  have  left  earlier,  fortunately,  or  walked. 


IV 

W.JEN  he  was  still  about  a  mile  away  from  Rottingdean 
and  the  hour  was  dusk,  and  he  was  walking  up  a  hill 
he  caught  sight  of  a  girl  leaning  on  a  gate  that  led  by 
a  long  path  to  a  house  near  the  cliffs.  It  was  Mimi 
She  gave  a  ciy  of  recognition.  He  did  not  care  now 
—he  was  at  ease  now— but  really,  with  that  house  so 
dose  to  the  road  and  so  close  to  Rottingdean,  he  and 
Ws  Ohve  had  practically  begun  their  honeymoon  on 
the  sumnut  of  a  volcano  I 

Mimi  was  pensive.  He  felt  remorse  at  having 
bound  her  to  secrecy.  She  was  so  pensive,  and  so 
wistful,  and  her  eyes  were  so  loyal,  that  he  felt  he 
owed  her  a  more  complete  confidence. 

"  I'm  on  my  honeymoon,  Mimi,"  he  said.  It  eave 
him  pleasure  to  tell  her. 

"  Yes,"  she  said  simply,  "  I  saw  Auntie  Olive  eo 
by  m  the  omnibus." 

■niat  was  all  she  said.  He  was  thunderstruck,  as 
mucA  by  her  calm  simplicity  as  by  anything  else. 
Children  were  astounding  creatures. 

"  Did  Jean  see  her,  or  anyone?  "  he  asked. 
Mimi  shook  her  head. 

Then  he  told  her  they  were  leaving  the  next 
mommg  at  six. 

"  Shall  you  be  in  a  carriage?  "  she  inquired. 
"  Yes." 

"Oh!  Do  let  me  come  out  and  see  ju  go  past  " 
she  pleaded.  "  Nobody  else  in  our  house  will  be  up 
till  hours  afterwardsl  .  .  .    Dol  " 

He  was  about  to  say  "  No,"  for  it  would  mean  re- 
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fidence  in  her.        ^    ^  '^  "^  **"»«  and  had  con- 


^^y^y  to  RottldeaS"Sf '  ^'^^  "^^  '>»"«'  o" 
««s  not  "home.^^  a  Lviv'  '^°"f«^«'^  that  it 
abode.  The  nur^nT^  iSn  "'"}?'*^*''''  «>«  of 
The  white  blinds  oahXo^T''  *^°"«^  ^  attic, 
a  fire  burned  in  the  Lvl  ,^,^°*^.were  drawn,  and 
behaving  in  a  very  ^^^u^^"^  "  pleasantly  and 
end  of  ^e  «>om.L\S^^"7"««--  ^*  ">«  "^er 
^^  The  door  opened  qSlnT'  "^  ^^^'^  ^ed. 
the  room  and  pushed  th/  d^l  ^"eone  came  into 
shutting  it.  ^  °*''"^    to  without    quite 

them  and  be  Cd  She  S»^''  "?""'  "P  *°  J^ 
woman,  fuD  of  a  desire  to  h!!^'  f.'^nscientious  young 
mined  not  to  be  SeThe  traditf  *'.  ^f*^  "^^^^  ^^- 
^  She  kissed  Jean  who  S  t^'  stepmother, 
her,  and  tickled  Wm  a^Si!*^'"!,''""^  »  fancy  to 
anew,  and  then  moveT^^^^'  ^^  *'"='^«"1  him  "p 
Mimi.  MimirouM^her  l/^^r'^  *^*  «>«•"  to 
fire.  A  handsomeTg^^tSi'?  «>«  *T^^*  "^  *he 
njined,  and  perhajis  a  ht«te  C^Ml  «V  ^'*  ^""y  '^«*«'- 
It  had  a  responsible.  someth^aT^veloor^a^'S!: 
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these  two  young  children  were  a  responsibility,  especi- 
ally Mimi  with  her  back;  and,  moreover,  Pierre  Emile 
Vaillac  had  disappointed  both  her  and  her  step-children 
by  telegraphing  that  he  could  not  arrive  that  night. 
Olive  One,  the  bride  of  three  months,  had  put  on  fine 
raiment  for  nothing. 

"  Well,  Mimi,"  she  said  in  her  low,  vibrating  voice, 
as  she  stood  over  the  bed,  "  I  do  hope  you  didn't  overtire 
yourself  this  afternoon."    Then  she  kissed  Mimi. 
"Oh  no,  mamma!  "    The  httle  girl  smiled. 
"  It  seems  you  waited  outside  the  barber's  while 
Jeannot  was  having  his  hair  cut." 

"  Yes,  mamma.    I  didn't  hke  to  go  in." 
"Ada  didn't  stay  with  you  ali  the  time?  " 
"  No,  mamn.        First  of  all  she  took  Jeannot  in, 
and  then  she  came  out  to  me,  and  then  she  went  in 
again  to  see  how  long  he  wc  M  be." 

"  I'm  Sony  she  left  you  alone  in  the  street.  She 
ought  not  to  have  done  so,  and  I've  told  her.  .  .  . 
The  King's  Road,  with  all  kinds  of  people  about!  " 

Mimi  said  nothing.  The  new  Madame  Vaillac  moved 
a  little  towards  the  fire. 

"  Of  course,"  the  latter  went  on,  "  I  know  you're  a 
regular  little  woman,  and  perhaps  I  needn't  teU  you  but 
you  must  never  speak  to  anyone  in  the  street." 
"No,  mamma." 

"  Particularly  in  Brighton.  .  .  .  You  never  do 
do  you? " 

"  No,  mamma." 
"  Good-night." 

The  stepmother  left  the  room.    Mimi  could  leel  her 
heart  beating.    Then  Jean  called  out : 
"  Mimi." 

She  made  no  reply.  The  fact  was  she  was  too  dis- 
turbed to  be  able  to  reply. 

Jean  called  again  and  then  got  out  of  bed  and 
thudded  across  the  room  to  her  b^lside. 
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"She  didn't.    I  heard  her  telling  mamma  " 
jJt'^dTeaVsJrb^  ^^"  MShiSac..and 

realization  of  tte  fact  She'h?H^*°*'*"P^*  ^y  ">«  ^« 
him.  to  be  touK  by  he  AelS'^  ^'P'  «°™««»ing  from 

••?'u^^Kute?JJ"-^ -to  the  pillow. 


knew'°tS:t*°it  2S  Mr"^'^^'3  C°^-P-  She 
servant  Ada,  had'combi^ed  to  Chefg l  2^,  °«* 
the  whole  affair  clearly     AdatraTnffi;  fhe  saw 

also  secretive  andgiv^toplStW  "S^f  ""r' 
was  that  children  had  to  be  cS?«mv«ft  i  ^''^^ 
the  detestable  wonm  sfjin^  oThe^fr!f *'?;  ^?^« 
and  then  saying  not^l  t^f^,  k  *  ,■  *^*  wmdow, 
tales  to  herSSl^';  S*  "Sf  t°^*°  *^" 
Of  lustice  could  not  blam^^i'm:^"™^^^^^ 


MIMI 


55 


that  the  new  stepmother  meant  well  by  her.  Her 
mamma  had  given  her  every  opportmiity  to  confess,  to 
admit  of  her  own  accord  that  she  had  been  talking  to 
somebody  in  the  street,  and  she  had  not  confessed.  On 
the  contrary,  she  had  lied.  Her  mamma  would  pro- 
bably say  nothing  more  on  the  matter,  for  she  had  a 
considerable  sense  of  honour  with  children,  and  would 
not  take  an  unfair  advantage.  Having  tried  to  obtain 
a  confession  from  Mimi  by  pretending  that  she  knew 
nothing,  and  having  failed,  she  was  not  the  woman  to 
turn  rotmd  and  say,  "  Now  I  know  all  about  it.  So  just 
confess  at  once !  "  Her  mamma  would  accept  the  situa- 
tion, would  try  to  behave  as  if  nothing  had  happened, 
and  would  probably  even  say  nothing  to  her  fathen 

But  Mimi  knew  that  she  was  ruined  for  ever  in  her 
stepmother's  esteem. 

And  she  had  quarrelled  with  Jean,  which  was  exceed- 
ingly hateful  and  exceedingly  rare.  And  there  was  also 
the  private  worry  of  her  mysterious  back.  And  there  was 
another  thing.  The  mere  fact  that  her  friend,  Mr  Coe, 
had  gone  and  marned  somebody.  For  long  she  had  had  a 
weakness  for  Mr  Coe.  lliey  had  been  intimate  at  times. 
Once,  last  year,  in  the  stem  of  a  large  safling-boat  at 
Morecambe,  while  her  friends  were  laughing  and  shout- 
ing at  the  prow,  she  and  Mr  Coe  had  had  a  most  beauti- 
ful quiet  conversation  about  her  thoughts  on  the  world 
in  general;  she  had  stroked  his  hand.  ...  No!  She 
had  no  dream  whatever  of  growing  up  into  a  woman 
and  then  marrying  Mr  Coe!  Certainly  not.  But  still, 
that  he  should  have  gone  and  married,  like  that  ...  it 
was  .  .  . 

The  fire  died  out  into  blackness,  thus  ceasing  to  be  a 
friend.  Still  she  did  not  sleep.  Was  it  likely  that  she 
should  sleep,  with  the  tragedy  and  woe  of  the  entire 
universe  crushing  her? 
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both  his  wife  andM^^ft  ^^hn  *?'.  ^  ^<J  t°W 
Rottingdean  would  te  si^  o^rl^i-"  °l  ^^^P^rture  from 
exaggeration.  SofarL^^!^  But  this  was  an 
already  found  it  weU  tolxSr^,'^  concerned  he  had 
IJttle  judicious  exJ^e^uX  5°  ?"**  ""attere-  A 
t^ins  and  othe^ComTni^f  ^  *^"  ^'^  °^  '"^^ng 

CoeWed"fUl;^^'^raom°^7^«"  ^-^^'-^ 
completely  dressed,  ffi^  Se  °  kT^*'"^-  "«  ^^^ 
^^d.  He  therefore  felt  ^f  *H  "^  completely 
The  window,  which  was  fLw?  t  ^**.  *'^"*  "»e  train, 
on  the  south-east  soXSS  "? ""  .*^"  ^°'^<J'  K^ve 
vast  naked  down's  biK^^*^/,!'^'^-"?*  only  of  the 
but  also  of  the  Channel^hirif^  °'^''?^  ^"^^aven. 

which  httle  parcebTfiStS  ^'^'^'  '^^  "P«° 
overhead,  of  a   greenLsh   «     u-    ^«  ^^y  was  clear 
autumnal  air  bit ^dX^^JP^.'^olof.   and  the 
fnendly  domestic  anim^rrfr-  ^^^  ^^  like  some 
pensive  tonic.    O^O^'J^  .^"^""^^^  ^^  an  ex- 
^dow  nuJlions  o?p«c?S/°^Vf  '  ''^  "^  '^e 
bo^tmg.    Cows  were  e™L!i^"1  ^"%  S°^  were 
And  in  the  distal  :e  aTSff  ^"'*'^*'''*' ^«ety. 
great  deal  of  smoke  ab^nt^ij''*^*"*''  ^^s  making  a 
Newhaven  harboT-  ""^^S'  ^  "  P«ffed  o^of 

^ge  for  it,  andshe  MckTd'mfn  ^\^*^  were  too 
box,  such  as  skh^L  ^S  ^  *"^'?  ^  «>e  hat- 
wluch  first  indicated  to'^S  ^o^^.'^'eS^J'S^ 
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that  a  woman  is  never  less  like  a  man  than  when 
travelling. 

"  Come  here,"  he  commanded  her. 

She  obeyed. 

"  Look  at  that,"  he  commanded  her,  pointing  to 
the  scene  of  which  the  window  was  the  frame. 

She  obeyed.  She  also  looked  at  him  with  her  dark, 
passionate,  and  yet  half-mocking  eyes. 

"  Yes,"  she  said,  "  and  who's  going  to  make  that 
trunk  lock? " 

She  snapped  her  fingers  at  the  sweet  morning  influ- 
ences of  Nature,  to  which  he  was  peculiarly  sensitive. 
And  yet  he  was  delighted.  He  found  it  entirely  delicious 
that  she  should  say,  when  called  upon  to  admire 
Nature:  "  Who's  going  to  make  that  trunk  tock?  " 

He  stroked  her  hair. 

"  It's  no  use  trying  to  keep  your  hair  decent  at  the 
seaside,"  she  remarked,  pouting  exquisitely. 

He  explained  that  his  hand  was  offering  no  criti- 
cism of  her  hair.  And  then  there  was  a  knock  at  the 
bedroom  door,  and  Olive  Two  jumped  a  little  away 
from  her  husband. 

"Come  in,"  he  cried,  pretending  to  be  as  bold  as 
a  lion. 

However,  he  had  forgotten  that  the  door  was  locked, 
and  he  had  to  go  and  open  it. 

A  tray  with  coffee  and  milk  and  sugar  and  slices 
of  bread-and-butter  was  in  the  doorway,  and  behind 
the  tray  the  little  parlour-maid  of  the  little  hotel. 
He  greeted  the  girl  and  instructed  her  to  carry  the 
tray  to  the  table  by  the  window. 

"  Ycu  are  prompt,"  said  Ol've  Two,  kindly.  She 
had  got  up  so  miraculously  early  herself  that  she  was 
startled  to  see  any  other  woman  up  quite  as  early. 
And  also  she  was  a  little  surprised  that  the  parlour- 
maid showed  no  surprise  at  these  very  unusual  hours. 

"  Yes'm,"  replied  the  parlour-maid,  wondering  why 
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the  Lall  taWe  byXSw    °^^'''  '**  °'^''  ^' 
Olive  Two  nodded. 

«4L'SlSof'hoSrS,K  «*"?""»«• 

evening  about  that^ffee  °"  ^^  P'*^**'" 

;;  %  the  way."  she  asked,  "  where's  the  sun? " 

inside  of  three  Stl^  ^°'*'  ^°""  "^  "^^  " 
she  ex'^Sd"''^  to  say  we  shall  see  the  sun  rise?  " 
He  nodded. 

be^^Vjukf^''  ""^"^y  ^^'^-  "I  "ever 

forget  theH^th-ftesr'  '"""''^'  "*^°»'*  ^'<^ 
^".  You  are  so  ridiculous,"  said  he,  "  that  I  must  kiss 

chilJ^Sn^an'^^v^^L'"-  "^  ^"^  «-"  ^-o 

.ot^irs:=i^--i--sth. 
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destined  to  take  them  and  their  luggage  to  Brighton.  It 
was  the  same,  but  more  so.  They  were  both  so  pleased 
with  themselves  that  their  joy  was  bubbling  continually 
/Out  in  manifestations  that  could  only  be  described  as 
infantile.  The  mere  drive  through  the  village,  with  the 
pony  whisking  his  tail  round  comers,  and  the  driver 
steadying  the  perilous  hat-box  with  his  left  hand,  was 
so  funny  that  somehow  they  could  not  help  laughing. 

Then  they  had  left  the  collage  and  were  climbing  the 
exposed  highroad,  with  the  wavy  blue-green  downs  on 
the  right,  and  the  immense  glittering  flat  floor  of  the 
Channel  on  the  left.  And  the  mere  sensation  of  being 
alive  almost  overwhelmed  them. 

And  further  on  they  passed  a  house  that  stood  by  it- 
self away  from  the  road  towards  the  diifs.  It  had  a  slop- 
ing garden  and  a  small  greenhouse.  The  gate  leading 
to  the  road  was  ajar,  but  the  blinds  of  all  the  windows 
were  drawn,  and  there  was  no  sign  of  life  anywhere. 

"  That's  the  house,"  said  Edward  Coe,  briefly. 

"I  might  have  known  it,"  Olive  Two  replied. 
"Olive  One  is  certainly  the  worst  getter-up  that  I  ever 
had  an)rthing  to  do  with,  and  I  believe  Pierre  Emile 
isn't  much  better." 

"  Well,"  said  Edward,  "  it's  no  absolute  proof  of 
sluggardliness  not  to  be  up  and  about  at  six  forty-five 
of  a  morning,  )rou  know." 

"  I  was  forgetting  how  early  it  was!  "  said  Olive 
Two,  and  yawned.  The  yawn  escaped  her  before  she 
was  aware  of  it.  She  pulled  herself  together  and  kissed 
her  hands  mockingly,  quizzically,  to  the  house.  "  Good- 
hyt,  house!    Good-bye,  house!  " 

They  were  saved  now.  They  could  not  be  caught 
now  on  their  surreptitious  honeymoon.  And  their 
spirits  went  even  higher. 

"  I  thought  you  said  Mimi  would  be  waiting  for 
us?  "  Olive  Two  remarked. 

Edward  Coe  shrugged  his  shoulders.     "  Probably 
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STl'i.WLixXic'^^'  '-^  «»*  tiHKi  Of  wait. 
was'bv£lfe':'°^  °""*'  ''^^  ^  ««eved  that  Mi„,i 

wo J/jt^lJAKjid^^^^^  «  ^  ''^  'P«t  on  u.. 

they  Safely  llfMhi^JSBI't'lJT^'^-    Now  that 

both  ver^  val4t     It  ^ TiS"'^  *^*"!!'  ^^^y  ^«« 

VVho  cares?  "    The  brS»^     ^.^'^ *'*'^  '^th  »ying: 

previous  evening     CSee^r^f'l'-^"""^  °^  "»e 

benfirrd^i^S^r.^J,  ^er  on.  at  a 
eyes  with  her  haAd  ar.H  7^-  .  ^^  shading  her 
w«*  a  short  blue^serje  tfcT^Jrt  !^f  '^  Sh« 
legs,  and  the  word  fZI^u  ^^.  ^\^^  ^"«  «»«««' 
ber  eyes  were  all  s^^^t^^^u^^^^''^^^^^' ^d 
AndinherhandwSieL^       "'•' "^'o^g  sunshine. 

Mimi  was  the  to  ~L„  ,       T^"  ^^^o  blushed,  for 

her  after  her  nSLj:.'^ShraSH^,r*'^  ^'  *«  "^ 
now  a  married  wonin  '^  **'^'^'«  ^he  was 

that^Cmt^inTlZto?™'*'''*  ''^'^  "--«ed  so 
the  house.  cam?tot:?S  S  2^^??^°"*  o^ 

^^^^^her  hair i^in^e^I^aS  Of  Wfo^ 
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The  bridegroom  held  her  securely  by  the 


at  the  bride, 
shoulder. 

"WeD,   Mimi,"  said   Olive  Two,  whose  shyness 
vamshed  in  an  instant  before  the  shyness  of  the  child. 
This  ts  nice  of  you." 

The  two  women  kissed.  But  Mimi  did  not  offer  her 
cheek  to  the  bridegroom.  He  and  she  simply  shook 
hands  as  well  as  they  could  with  a  due  regard  for 
Hum's  lirmness  on  the  step. 

"  And  who  woke  you  up,  eh?  "  Edward  Coc  de- 
manded. 

"  Nobody,"  said  Mimi;  "  I  got  up  by  myself,  and," 
turning  to  Olive  Two,  "  I've  made  this  bouquet  for  you, 
auntie.  There  aren't  any  flowers  in  the  iields.  But  I 
got  the  chrysanthemum  out  of  the  greenhouse,  and  put 
some  bits  of  ferns  and  things  round  it.  You  must  ex- 
cuse it  being  tied  up  with  darning  wool." 

She  offered  the  bouquet  diffidently,  and  Olive  Two 
accepted  it  with  a  warm  smile. 

"  WeU,"  said  Mimi,  "  I  don't  think  I'd  better  eo 
any  further,  had  I?  " 

There  was  another  kiss  and  hand-shaking,  and  the 
next  moment  Mimi  was  standing  in  the  road  and  waving 
a  little  crumpled  handkerchief  to  the  receding  victoria, 
and  the  bride  and  bridegroom  were  cricking  their  necks 
to  respond.  She  waved  until  the  carriage  was  out  of 
sight,  and  then  she  stood  moveless,  a  blue  and  white 
spot  on  the  green  landscape,  with  the  morning  sun  and 
the  sea  behind  her. 

"  Exactly  like  a  little  woman,  isn't  she?  "  said 
Edward  Coe,  enchanted  by  the  vision. 

"Exactly!  "Olive  Two  agreed.  "  Nice  Uttle  thing  I 
But  how  tired  and  unwell  she  looks!  They  did  well  to 
bring  her  away." 

"Oh!  "  said  Edward  Coe,  " she  probably  didn't 
sleep  well  because  she  was  afraid  of  oversleeping  her- 
self.   She  looked  perfectly  all  right  yesterday." 
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came  right  across  C W  C  „?  thf^"?  ^^  ""*"  h« 
hand  on  my  shoulder  ^''^  ^°**'  »°<1  Put  his 

tha?  Sti^Ji"b]f^™*hat  afternoon,  and  driven  to 

and  whos;  name  t^^aU  S^e^rco^fiH^  '"'  ^  '™°^- 
friends;  and  ther«  was  nf  rwm  i^  ^  /f !  .*°  *«  °" 
seven  other  ha^uahtiu,  ^.  *"  *"**  hotel.    Nor  in 

A  kind  of  rrcwS  teSd'ttI  '^'\  '  ^'^' 
a«amst  possible  customers  deJn  J  f  '^l  "^  *''**  »«^«n 
the  season  was  at  its  fS  hTlt^  "^°^  "«  ^hat 
«  Paris,  and  that  the  only  ceS«.^f  \"«  *"  "«'«' 
chance  of  reception  were  tLl  !^  f*^'?  **'«'*  I  had  a 
and  the  H6tel  TeSs  aTthTr  ^""'c"*''  ''^^  Grand 
chMe  the  latter,  and  Z  1  *^L^"*  ^t  Lazare.  I 
j^j  ,  ana  was  accorded  room  973  in  the 

to  ^et  my  luggje  Tff  tbe^h*'^*'^'^  ^'«*  '^""^"ted 
•^SpWto  do  £  When  a  2™*°.*^  'T  ^  ^^^  a<=t  of 
ageing  woman,  foll^Sby  a^t^T*"'  "^'^  ^'^ 
down  the  steps  and  called  h^r*  "l^^**  neurotically 
He  obeyed!  At  th^mr"  ^''^^  *°  ^°^^  »  Parcel 
repuisiv^creat^'sttom^bufa^*/''*  .'""^^  ^^ 

as-ite-in^!ii7\7^^^^^ 

^—er  Of  .y  cabi;;i|Sn^dSt5*?o 
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penny,  while  that  offensive  hag  installed  henelf,  with 
the  help  of  the  maid,  the  porter  and  two  page-boys, 
in  her  enormous  vehicle.  I  should  not  have  mincted 
had  she  been  young  and  pretty.  If  she  had  been  young 
and  pretty  she  would  have  had  the  right  to  be  rude  imd 
domineering.  But  she  was  neither  young  nor  pretty. 
Conceivabfy  she  had  once  been  young;  pretty  she  could 
never  have  been.    And  her  eyes  were  hard— hard. 

Hence  my  state  of  excited  annoyance. 

"Hullo!  How  qioes  it?  "  The  perfect  colloquial 
Enghsh  was  gently  murmured  at  me  with  a  French 
accmt  as  the  gentle  hand  patted  my  shoulder. 

"  Why,"  I  said,  cast  violently  out  of  a  disagreeable 
exatement  into  an  agreeable  one,  "  I  do  believe  vou 
are  Boissy  Minor! " 

I  had  not  seen  him  for  nearly  twenty  years,  but  I 
recognized  in  that  soft  and  melancholy  Jewish  face 
with  the  soft  moustache  and  the  soft  beard,  the  wistful 
features  of  the  boy  of  fifteen  who  had  been  my  com- 
panion at  an  "  international "  school  (a  clever  invention 
for  inflicting  exile  upon  patriots)  with  branches  at 
Hastmgs,  Dresden  and  Versailles. 

iu  ^^  ^  ""^  ^^'^  ^"'  °°*  without  satisfaction, 
that,  bemg  a  dramatic  critic,  and  attached  to  a  London 
daily  paper  which  had  decided  to  flatter  its  readers  by 
giving  special  criticisms  of  the  more  important  new 
French  plays,  I  had  come  to  Paris  for  the  production 
of  Notre  Dame  ie  la  Lune  at  the  Vaudeville. 

And  as  I  told  him  the  idea  occurred  to  me  for 
positively  the  first  time: 

/^ ."  ®y„*^*  ^^y-  ^  suppose  you  aren't  any  relation  of 
Octave  Boissy?  " 

II,  ^!?****'-  ^°^^  ***  ^*®''  *°'"  ^^^^  ^'  s*y  what  you 
uke,  there  is  a  certain  pleasure  in  feeling  that  you  have 
been  to  school  with  even  a  relative  of  so  tremendous 
a  European  celebrity  as  Octave  Boissy— the  man  who 
made  a  million  and  a  half  francs  with  his  second  play 
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Sl?j;^~4-.^p..A... 

iifl^l^C^tT'tP  ^  "bounded 
^  to  conceal  ratLh^  mv  o    '  "^  ^**'  »  t^at  I 

^  noc4"r'^Cii"S!^  n  ^  ~"W.  «<» 

And  at  the  same  tin.;  I  co3d  h«,  "*'*  """Prisedl  » 
few  days  later  at  th«  ««  ^  °*"  "3^^  MVinjr  a 
Octave  Bo^4'?*  Sk  We^l  T  ^^P*^'  "  ^^'t 
you  know."  ^-    "^^*  t°  "chool  with  him, 

he  lilid  "*'*  '*"«*'"™  ""y  Christian  name,  probably  •' 

of  success  Zd^rZ XrdJ?  1^ °?' °^ ">« "^^'W" 
^d  he  seemed  sii^lSy^?  J^^^ous  civilization, 
banal  foyer  of  the  Hdt^Tp^L  ^^'^  ">  ««  vast, 
busthng^erowd  of  uttSv  oS^*^"**  ^  "^^^W 
ately  well-ol!  tourisS  travel;, '^"i«^"'  ™°^- 
He  ought  at  least  to  have  be^„1^*"  ^"'^  T^^^  t""*^- 
«>om  at  the  Meurioe  or  thl  S^  ff ''^'^  '^l^'^*  P"^*^ 
.        The  fact  is.  Pm  neurl^^i'-    "k^^^ ''*'*"'^  «* »"' 
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mcOTvenient.    Mats  qm  mim^m?  .  .  .    Suit  commm 

.SJ\f  ^^l^'l  ^  P^*.  *"■•«"  to  return  his  &mili«r 
and  flattering  "  thou  "  ir.imediatelv.  ^^ 

"I  wa  .trongly  adviaed  tr        ,.,d  «tay  in  the 
country."  he  went  on,  with  i\.-      m^  v'  -^  wiitM 
simphcity/' and  so  I  ordered.     •     u.  sa..,.      .rria« 
on  the  railway,  so  as  to  hav    .    mu  !:  vrati.i,.    rooS 
as  possible;  and  I  ventu.e.i  f-  ir.i  m>   hou.se       thfa 
station  m  an  auto     I  th.-u^i.t  :  ^.uld  i.r.  i-  .  MU«e 
that.    But  I  couldn't!     '    had        t.n.l.L.  cruT^l 
amving  at  the  station,  auJ  1  ha.l  *.    ;,f  ,„  a  li.«age- 
truck  for  four  hours.    I  couiant  i;,;v.  p,  -r.aded  b^ 
self  to  get  mto  the  saloon  cania^  ■  'or  »  .or:une!    I 
coiddn  t  go  back  home  in  the  aui       !  ccmij't  walk r 
So  I  stepped  mto  the  hotel.    I've  been  here  ever  since." 
But  when  was  this?  " 
"Three   months   ago.    My  doctors  say  that    in 
another  six  weeks  I  shall  be  sufficiently  recovered 
to  leave     It  is  a  most  distressing  malady     Mais  que 
vtux^u?    I  have  a  suite  in  the  hotel  and  my  o^ 

T^  ■^  ^*^  ""*  ^'"^  ^**»  *^«  »^"  because  it's  so 
large.  The  hotel  people  do  the  best  they  can.  but  of 
course-"  He  threw  up  his  hands.  His  i;signed. 
gentle  smile  was  at  once  comic  and  tragic  to  me 

„*  ♦»,  *  i  ^^"  ™!*"  *®  **y  yo"  couldn't  walk  out 
of  that  door  and  go  home?  "  I  questioned 

"  Daren't!  "  he  said,  with  finality.    "  Come  to  mv 
rooms,  will  you,  and  have  some  tea." 
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A  LITTLE  later  his  own  valet  served  us  with  tea  in 
a  large  pnvate  dra';ving-room  on  the  sixth  or  seventh 
floor,  to  reach  which  we  had  cUmbed  a  thousand  and 
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one  stairs;  it  was  impossibfe  for  Octave  Boissy  to  use 
tf^i       K*  *^  ^nvinced  that  he  wouM^fe  H 
ne  took  such  a  hberty  with  himsKlf     -n,-  iZ. 
h^  with  modera  pictU'I'suSL  SaSTne^^ 

e^rS^^»S-S-4-£tSS? 

«hea2^  oS  p^yi*^^' :?  ,rr  *"«'*'  ^^y 

to  aU  that."  Mademoiselle  Lemonnier  sees 

"She  takes  the  leading  part  in  this  plav  doesn't 
she,  accordmg  to  the  posters?"  ^  ^'         ° * 

J- She  takes  the  leading  part  in  all  my  plays." 

her  art.'^*""'^  "*^*''  °°  '^°"*'*'    I'^«  "^ver  seen 

"Neither  have  I!  "  said  Octav.»  Rn.-<»„      a   j 
Inow  :^lded  fnmkly  to  my  a^S^^^S-^etSld" 

never  seenaperformanceofanyofmyfiXi-t^* 
a^e'S'm/J  'l  ^  "^4-^'  '^^^^U^.  C 

Bois.    I  should  very  mu^^TlZl'fou^TZ  ft- 
but  you  comprehend,  don't  vou  that  vJi«J  I' 

cut  off  from  the  Avenue  du  B^hVumfr^J,^lJlT'^ 

WeU,  Boissy  Mmor,"  I  observed  "  I  «™J^u  i. 
occurred  to  you  that  your  (asfr^cuLtpH^* '* ^ 

He  laughed,  and  I  was  clad  that  T  i^^  jTtVi. 
cou^e  to  «duce  him  definif^fto^^e  l^'o^t^; 

he  'J^^"Uafy  "  ^^  ^"^^  ^^  »n  Englishman!  " 
nesaid.       Mats  qw  veux-tu  ?    One  must  live.'' 
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But  I  should  have  thought  you  could  have  made 
a  comfortable  hvmg  out  of  engineering.  In  Eneland 
consulting  engineers  are  princes." 

I'  Oh  yesi » 

"And  engineering  might  have  cured  your  neuias- 
thema,  if  you  had  taken  it  in  suffidentlv  laree 
quantities."  '       ° 

"  It  would,"  he  agreed  quietly. 

"Then  why  the  theatre,  seeing  that  the  theatre 
doesn't  mterest  you? " 

.  .•  "  ^"i  °^^  ***  ^'^'"  ^*  ^P^^-    "  And  when  I  say 
live,  I  mean /we.    It  is  not  a  question  of  money,  it  is 
a  question  of  Uving." 

''  But  as  you  never  go  near  the  theatre—" 
"I  write  solely  for  Blanche  Lemonnier,"  he  said 
I  was  at  a  loss.    Perceiving  this,  he  continued  inti- 
mately:   "Surely  you  know  of  my  admiration  for 
Blanche  Lemonnier? " 
I  shook  my  head. 

"I  have  never  even  heard  of  Blanche  Lemonnier 
save  m  connection  with  your  plays,"  I  said. 

"  She  is  only  known  in  connection  with  my  plays  " 
he  answered.  "  When  I  met  her,  a  dozen  yews  ago 
*e  was  touring  the  provinces,  playing  smaU  part:7iji 
thuxl-rate  compames.  I  asked  her  what  was  her  greatest 
ambition,  and  she  said  that  it  was  to  be  applauded 
as  a  star  on  the  Paris  stage.  I  told  her  that  I  would 
satisfy  her  ambition,  and  that  when  I  had  done  so  I 
hoped  she  would  satisfy  mine.  That  was  how  I  began 
to  write  plays.  That  was  my  sole  reason.  It  is  the 
sole  reason  why  I  keep  on  writing  tUem.  If  she 
had  desired  to  be  a  figure  in  Society  I  should  have 
gone  into  politics." 

..  T  r  ^  ?™  8*"™g  very  anxious  to  see  this  lady,"  I  said. 
I  feel  as  if  I  can  scarcely  wait  till  to-night." 
"  She  will  probably  be  here  in  a  few  minutes  " 
said  he. 
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"  But  how  did  you  do  it?  "  I  asked     "  Whaf  ««. 
your  plan  of  campaign?  "  ^*  *^* 

sped^  fort r-^T '^^  "y  ^lP'*y  I  ^te  the  second 
1%;^^  ■  ^4  ^  "nposed  her  on  the  manae^at 

I  made  her  a  condition.    The  managementwS  w 
I WM  ma  portion  to  insist.    ItoST     '       •'^* 
It  sounds  simple."    I  laughed  uneasily 
"you  are  a  dramatic  critic."  he  said  "  »««  ™ii 

„~K-i-  •  "esired.  He  smiled  curiously  "  H»r 
ambrtmB^tisfied-^ismine."  HeTt^Jed.  "' 
any  p^y 'befol^*''  Z^^r  "r«  ^««"  «>  ^^^ted  in 
LemoSLfo°^mi^tii,?^  ^'^'=*  Mademoiselle 

"  Rio^l'.*  ''^'=*  *?**  '""'=^'"  he  returned  calmlv 
Blanche's   actmg  is   not   admired   by  Tve^Sr' 

<"m '?  *?f*  *hafs  so  extraordinary!  " 

I  m  talking  very  freely  to  you,"  he  said 
^^;%.dear  feUow."  I  bu^t  ou",  "  XL  «.  her 

He  shook'fais  head. 
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Unibrtunately  her  portrait  is  aU  over  Paris.    She 


hkes  It  so.    But  I  prefer  to  have  no 
My  feeling  is—" 


over 
portrait 


myself. 


At  that  moment  the  valet  opened  the  door  and  we 
neard  vivacious  voices  in  the  corridor 

"  She  is  here,"  said  OcUve  Boissy,  in  a  whisper  sud- 
denly dramatic.  He  stood  up;  I  also.  His  ex^ion 
had  profoundly  changed.  He  contioUed  his  gesturesand 
his  attitude,  but  he  could  not  control  his  eye.  And 
when  I  saw  that  glance  I  understood  what  he  meant  by 
hying.  I  understood  that,  for  him,  neither  fame  nor 
artistic  achievement  nor  wealth  had  any  value  in  his 
lue.^^  His  Me  consisted  in  one  thing  only. 

"Eh  bten,  Blanche ! "  he  murmured  amorously. 
Blandie  Lemonnier  invaded  the  room  with  arro- 
gance.   She  was  the  odious  creature  whose  departure 
m  her  automobile  had  so  upset  my  arrival 
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men  it  was  that  he  perceived  the  letter,  lodged  nmZ 
nently  against  the  gold  and  onyx  inkstaAdS  to  iS^' 
on  hB  niamage  by  the  Prince  and  PrinceS  of  W^e^ 

"  D^  ao^'^  "^  •  ^^  ^  ^^  ^S'"^  "  nervously. 

1^  aoud,--This  is  to  say  good-bye,  finally—" 

He  stopped.    Fear  took  him  at  the  heit  «tho.,„h 

he  had  been  suddenly  told  by  a  phjSdTSirhe  2 

submit  to  an  operation  endangering  hk^lifT    L^T 

skipped  feverishly  over  the  fou?  ^s  to  ^tsi^fl" 

Yours  smcerely,  Gertrude."  signature, 

The  secretary  entered. 

Yes,  sir.    Shall  I  ♦-'- -^" 


'  No,  no." 


take  your  overcoat?  " 


A  discreet  closing  of  the  door 

::.^i  \^l''^^}}'^y}<>-s-^^.  Cloud, 


gone  to  Italy.    I  shaU  use  the  vUla 


I'm 


toist  you  to  leave  me  alone.     You  must 
You  can  start  with  the  Barera 


and 


tves 


they  11  agree  with  me  it's  for  the  best 


Florence, 
ell  our  friends 
to-night 


sure 
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It  seemed  to  him  that  this  letter  was  very  like  the 
sort  of  letter  that  gets  read  in  the  Divorce  Court  and 
printed  in  the  papers  afterwards;  and  he  felt  sick. 

" — for  the  best.  Everybody  wiU  know  in  a  day  or 
two,  and  then  in  another  day  or  two  the  affair  will  be 
foigotten.  It's  difficult  to  write  naturally  under  the 
circumstances,  so  all  1*11  say  is  that  we  aren't  suited  to 
each  other.  Cloud.  Ten  yea"^  of  marriage  has  amply 
proved  that,  though  I  knew  it  six— seven— years  ago. 
You  haven't  guessed  that  you've  been  killing  me  all 
these  years;  but  it  is  so — " 

KUling  her  I  He  flushed  with  anger,  with  indigna- 
tion, with  innocence,  with  guilt— with  Heaven  knew 
what! 

"—it  is  so.  You've  been  living  your  life.  But  what 
about  me?  In  five  more  years  I  shall  be  old,  and  I 
haven't  begun  to  live.  I  can't  stand  it  any  longer.  I 
can't  stand  this  awful  Five  Towns  district—" 

Had  he  not  urged  her  many  a  time  to  run  up  to  South 
Audley  Street  for  a  change,  and  leave  him  to  continue 
his  work?  Nobody  wanted  her  to  be  always  in 
Stafiordshire! 

"—and  I  can't  stand  you.  That's  the  brutal  truth. 
You've  got  on  my  nerves,  my  poor  boy,  with  your 
huny,  and  your  philanthropy,  and  your  commerce, 
and  your  seriousness.  My  poor  nerves!  And  you've 
been  too  busy  to  notice  it.  You  fancied  I  should  be 
content  if  you  made  love  to  me  absent-mindedly,  .  t 
passant,  between  a  political  dinner  and  a  bishop's 
breakfast."  *^ 

He  flinched.    She  had  stung  him. 

"  I  sting  you — " 

No!    Ajud  he  straightened  himself,  biting  his  lips! 

"—I  sting  you!  I'm  rude!  I'm  inexcusable! 
People  don't  say  these  things,  not  even  hysterical  wives 
to  impeccable  husbands,  eh?  I  admit  it.  But  I  was 
bound  to  tell  you.    You're  a  serious  person,  Cloud,  and 
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S  Tr^^rSi  ^Vltl^  ^  ^«  -•  ^  I've 
serious.  That^  wilt  ^^  "*  *"  ^^^  '"'^e  to  be 
aita't  better  iLil-  C'»o„T''S'«'**^^-    ^ou 

truth  that  yWL^cM^u"!  *>">«  «Pects  of  the 
after  this  mor^g  ^^^  °*  ^P"«-    However. 

he  ,4  n^dwSs  iSeJ^"°*  ^^T^^"^^  ^^  while 
and  she  haTl^fUhe  Sl^st-TaWe  '^  H*'!*'  P^'^**'>'' 
had  left  because  she  had  Sed  He  £d^f  ^^V*' 
—what  nonsense!  "«  nadn  t  a  notion 

you'i?Sor^«'*  '^*"'''  ^  ^•'^^^^'^  ""t  to  •  interrupt ' 

chil^'sh?,^,^   *•'•'   """•«»   he   had   used-how 

Of  ^7X:^^y^^^x'T^'^  T^^ 

bye'  You're  an  hon^rmo^^  if  ^^P"«-  Good- 
v^eonsdent.^us^^^lVr'^.^'/a^*^^^^  T'  "»'' 
donig  a  lot  of  good  in  the  world  nt  ''P*'*  ^""'^ 
bilities  are  too  much  fOTvouV  ~r  ^""^  '^P"'^" 
quite  a  minor  one-TOu?  wSe  v^  ^^t  ^""^  °^  ""^^ 
What  you  want  Wd^  ^!i  ''*"'*  "^^  *  ^e. 

fortnight  tolav  '  r^  ^°"  •=*"  "^^  "P  once  a 

nieSdeir"  f JL-  9<?^-™«"»»n«.   dear.'  and  •  G^ 

guess  fSm  ttis  leiter  aoud""  «  f  ?"  ^°"  °^* 
thoioughlytocompSdSit'sfin,"IJKn^*  y°" 
You  can  do  what  ySe  pll?  ^^  '^*'^  "»• 
like.    I've  had  eno^h     T'li  ™   P'*  ^.  ""^  "^^^^^  they 

Good  Inck   ^r&bJ  n:  ^J  P"''  ^°'  fr««d«» 
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i?pl»ced  it  in  the  envelope.  He  sat  down  and  propped 
U»  letter  against  the  inkstand  and  stared  at  the  ad- 
dress in  her  careless  hand:  "The  Right  Honourable 
Sir  Cloud  Malpas,  Baronet."  She  had  written  the 
addreM  in  full  like  that  as  a  last  stroke  of  sarcasm. 
And  she  had  not  even  put  "  Private." 

He  was  dizzy,  nearly  stunned;  his  head  rang. 
Then  he  rose  and  went  to  the  window.  The  high  hill 
on  which  stood  Malpas  Manor— the  famous  Rat^ge— 
fell  away  gradually  to  the  south,  and  in  the  distence 
below  him,  miles  off,  the  black  smoke  of  the  Five  Towns 
loomed  above  the  yeUow  fires  of  blast-furnaces  He 
v^  the  demi-god  of  the  district,  a  greater  landowner 
than  even  the  Earl  of  Chell,  a  model  landlord,  a  model 
employer  of  four  thousand  men,  a  model  proprietor  of 
seven  pits  and  two  iron  foundries,  a  philanthropist  a 
rehgionist,  the  ornamental  mayor  of  Knype,  chaimm 
of  a  Board  of  Guardians,  governor  of  hospitals,  piesi- 
f^-  «»jl,P°?t'»ll  *  isociation— in  short,  Sir  Cloud,  son 
of  Sw  Cloud  and  grandson  of  Sir  Cloud. 

He  stared  dreamily  at  his  dominion.  Scandal 
then,  was  to  touch  him  with  her  smirching  finger,  him 
the  siwtless!  Gertrude  had  fled.  He  had  ruined 
Gertrude's  Kfe!  Had  he?  With  his  heavy  and  •evere 
consaentiousness  he  asked  himself  whether  he  was  to 
blame  m  her  regard.  Yes,  he  thought  he  was  to  blame 
It  stood  to  reascm  that  he  wm  to  blame.  Women 
especially  such  as  Gertrude,  proud,  passionate,  reser/ed,' 
don  t  do  these  things  for  nothing. 

With  a  sigh  he  pa^ed  into  his  dressing-room  and 
dropped  on  to  a  sofa. 

She  would  be  inflexible— he  knew  her.  Hii  mind 
dwelt  on  the  beautiful  first  days  of  their  maniage  the 
tenderness  and  the  dream!    And  now— I 

He  heard  footsteps  in  the  .•.tudy;  the  door  was 
opened!  It  was  Gertrude !  He  could  see  her  in  the  dusk 
She  had  returned!     Why?    She  tripped  to  the  de*! 
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"  Yes,"  he  breathed. 

"  Pm  ^w.n '*?ir7  ^'y  "    Her  voice  shook. 
*  «n  not  well,  Gertru<fe,"  he  replied.    "I'm  tired 

mvS^>''T*°1\*^-    Can'ty^udosomSlSS 
my  head?    I  must  have  a  holiday"  ^^ 

hast'^ed'Thi^^^l^P^'^^r.  -«^  «-  -»- 

'^H^ra'^S;    "^--^eColo^eT^^ 

batii^S  !^S'" '^ ''^"'^^•"  ^•' «^' •**-•- »^ 

The  touch  of  her  hands  on  his  temples  reminded 

hnn  of  foi^tten  caresses.    And  he  did  r^^fS 

J^a  long  and  dreadful  iltoess  and  was Zw  S 


n 

HX™"  y?«  "»»nJ'  that  after  starting  she  thou«Eht 
better  o  rt?  "  said  lx.rd  Bai^vHterlLrS 
night.       And  came  back?  "  — ««•  uiai 

Lord  Baigrave  was  Gertrude's  cousin,  and  he  and 
te  wrfe  soi^tmies  came  over  frem  Sh^pZe  fcTa 
week-end.  He  sat  with  Sir  Ctoud  in  thVsmoSLj! 
™om;  anumw,thgreyinghairandayou„gish!^3e 

"Yes,   Hairy,  that  was  it.    You  see.   I'd  just 
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happened  to  put  the  letter  exactly  where  I  found  it. 
She's  no  notion  that  I've  seen  it." 

"  She's  a  thundermg  ^lod  actress!  "  observed  Lord 
Baiigrave,  sipping  some  whisky.  "  I  knew  something 
was  up  at  dinner,  but  I  didn't  know  it  from  k«r :  I 
knew  it  from  you." 

Sir  Cloud  smiled  sadly. 

"  Well,  you  see,  I'm  supposed  to  be  ill— at  least,  to 
be  not  well." 

"  You'd  best  take  her  away  at  once,"  said  Lord 
Bargrave.  "  And  don't  do  it  clumsily.  Say  you'll  go 
away  for  a  few  days,  and  then  gradually  lengthen  it  out. 
She  mentioned  Italy,  you  say.  Well,  let  it  be  Italy. 
Clear  out  for  six  months." 

"  But  my  work  here?  " 

"  I>— n  your  work  here  I "  said  Lord  Baigrave. 
"  Do  you  suppose  you're  indispensable  here?  Do  you 
suppose  the  Five  Towns  can't  manage  without  you? 
Our  caste  is  decayed,  my  boy,  and  silly  fools  like  you 
try  to  lengthen  out  the  miserable  last  days  of  its  im- 
portance by  giving  yourselves  airs  in  industrial  dis- 
tricts! Your  conscience  tells  you  that  what  the  dema- 
gogues say  is  true— we  are  rotters  on  the  face  of  the 
earth,  we  are  mediaeval ;  and  you  try  to  drown  yma  con- 
science in  the  noise  of  philanthropic  speeches.  There 
isn't  a  sensible  working-man  in  the  Five  Towns  who 
doesn't,  at  the  bottom  of  his  heart,  assess  you  at  your 
true  value— as  nothing  but  a  man  with  a  hobby,  and 
plenty  of  time  and  money  to  ride  it." 

"I  do  not  agree  with  you,"  Sir  Cloud  said 
stiffly. 

"Yes,  you  do,"  said  Lord  Bargrave.  "At  the  same 
time  I  admire  you.  Cloud.  I'm  not  built  the  same  way 
myself,  but  I  admire  you— except  in  the  matter  of 
Gertrude.  There  you've  been  wrong — of  course  from 
tLs  highest  motives :  which  makes  it  all  the  worse.  A 
man  oughtn't  to  put  hobbies  above  the  wife  of  his 
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^^:  /"*•*'  '^**'  •*••'»  »«  of  w.    So  Uke  her 
*way  and  stay  away  and  make  love  to  her" 

"TeKi£t?>'^'*^'    I  must  tell  her," 
afteL^*  't**^  .9f  '•*^"-    '  »<=*«d  »  He  to  her  this 

Lord  Baijirave  sprang  up. 
Cloud,"  he  cried.    "  For  heaven's  sake  dm't  h. 

^a  sort  of  peace  with  Gertrude."^  S^ -me  tX 
sensM.    And  now  you  want  to  mess  up  the  whole  show 

oetween  you.    Look  at  it  carefuUv  everv  mnrninir 
m  the  future  the  high-nundedenora  of  the  past.    See?^ 

in 

Aw  in  Udy  feigrave's  dressing-room  that  niirht 
Geiteude  was  confiding  in  LadyB^grave.  ^ 

five  J^'tpfnf **"*'."  ^^"''  ""^*  ''*^«  «««« i"  ^thin 
w^  ^^  '  ?y  leavmg-two  houn  earlier  than  he 
w«  expected.  Fortunately  he  went  straight  to  1^ 
A-essing-room.    Or  .was  it  unfortunately  ?rwJh;^ 

It^  ^^^''*'*'I*'  Yousee.IwasnaturallyTan 
tS^.fT'  '^^-  **^«-  So  I  told  S  to 
turn  back.  Fuge,  our  new  buUer,  is  of  an  extremJv 
a;nous  d«p«ution,  and  I  couldn't  'bear  th^id^S 
S^t^t  ^„^.P«'^I«  «»ding  that  letter  be^ 
to  lasten  it  I  heard  Cloud  m  the  next  room.    Oh!  I 
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never  felt  so  queer  in  all  my  life!  The  poor  boy  was 
ouite  unwell.  I  icrewd  up  the  letter  and  went  to  him 
What  elM  could  I  do?  And  really  he  was  so  tired  and 
white— well,  it  moved  met  It  moved  me.  And  when 
he  spoke  about  going  away  I  suddenly  thought :  '  Why 
not  try  to  make  a  new  start  with  him?'    Afterall  .  .  .'' 

There  was  a  pause. 

"  What  did  you  say  in  the  letter? "  Lady  Banrave 
demanded.    "  How  did  you  put  it?  " 

"  I'll  read  it  to  you,"  said  Gertrude,  and  she  took 
the  letter  from  her  corsage  and  began  to  read  it.  She 
got  as  far  as  "  I  can't  stand  this  awful  Five  Towns 
district,"  and  then  she  stopped. 

"  Well,  go  on,"  Lady  Baigrave  encouraged  her. 

"  No,"  said  Gertrude,  and  she  put  the  letter  in  the 
fire.  "  The  fact  is,"  she  said,  going  to  Lady  Baigrave's 
chair,  "it  was  too  cruel.  I  hadn't  realized.  ...  I 
must  have  been  very  worked-up.  .  .  .  One  does  work 
oneself  up.  .  .  .  Things  seem  a  little  different 
now.  .  .  ."    She  glanced  at  her  companion. 

"  Why,  Gertrude,  you're  crying,  dearest  I  " 

"  What  a  chance  it  wasl  "  murmured  Gertrude,  in 
her  tears.  "What  a  chance!  Because,  you  know,  if 
he  had  once  read  it  I  would  never  have  gone  back  on  it. 
I'm  that  sort  of  woman.  But  as  it  is,  there's  a  sort  of 
hope  of  a  sort  of  happiness,  isn't  there?  " 

"  Gertrude  I  "  It  was  Sir  Cloud's  voice,  gentle  and 
tender,  outside  the  door. 

"  Mercy  on  us!  "  exclaimed  Lady  Baigiave.  "  It's 
half-past  one.  Bargrave  will  have  been  asleep  tong 
since." 

Gertrude  kissed  her  in  silence,  opened  the  door,  and 
left  her. 
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W^N  I  was  dying  I  had  no  fear.    I  was  simply 
V  V      indifferent,  partly,  no  doubt,  through  exhaui 
faoncausedbymylongiUness.   ItwaskwarX^fa 
August.    We  ought  to  have  been  at  Bkckpool,  of  come 
but  we  were  in  my  house  in  Trafalgar  Road,  and  the 
tramcars  between  Hanley  and  Bursley  were  shaking  the 
house  just  as  usual.    Perhaps  not  qiite  as  usuSf  for 
dunng  my  ilhi^  I  had  noticed  that  a  sort  of  tiredness 
a  soft  nice  feehng,  seems  to  come  over  everything  at 
aS^fL    *  hot  summer's  day.    This  miivexs^l  <±^e 
^^^   l-u  ^^  *««"««.  «>  that  they  roUed  up  a^d 
down  the  hiU  more  gently.    Or  it  may  have  been  merely 
my  imagination.    Through  the  open  windows  I  codd 
see,  dimly,  the  smoke  of  the  Cauldon  Bar  Iron  Works 
slowly  crossing  the  slr>r  in  front  of  the  sunset.    Margaret 
Kit  m  my  grandfather's  oak  chair  by  the  gas^tove 
There  ^  only  Sfaigaret,  besides  the'^servalt,  in  fte 
house;  the  nurse  had  been  obliged  to  go  back  to  Kre- 
hiU  Infirmary  for  the  night.    I  don't  know  why.    More- 
^  over.  It  didn't  matter.  ' 

I  began  running  my  extraordinarily  white  fingere 

him  in«c«i .  frolic  ul.  iw"  d^i^^  (S«  ,^r„^."°/7'  """  P" 

norel,  which  «u  d.Iy  p»5Ud  iJS^,"e°i;^,  titl^!^''  '™*'  "« 
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akmg  the  edge  of  the  sheet.    I  was  doing  this  quite 
mechanicaUy  when  I  noticed  a  look  of  alarm  in 
Maigwefs  face,  and  I  vaguely  remembered  that  plaj'- 
ing  with  the  edge  of  the  sheet  was  supposed  to  be  a 
tnck  of  the  dying.    So  I  stopped,  more  for  Mari-arefs 
sake  than  for  anything  else.    I  could  not  move  my  head 
much,  m  fact  scarcely  at  all;  hence  it  was  difficult  for 
me  to  keep  my  eyes  on  objects  that  were  not  in  my  line 
of  vision  as  I  lay  straight  on  my  pillows.    Thus  my 
eyw  soon  left  Maiigarefs.    I  forgot  her.    I  thought 
about  nothing.    Then  she  came  over  to  the  bed,  and 
looked  at  me,  and  I  smiled  at  her,  very  feebly.    She 
smiled  m  return.    She  appeared  to  me  to  be  exceedimjly 
strong  and  healthy.    Six  weeks  before  I  had  beenOie 
strong  and  healthy  one— I  was  in  my  prime,  forty,  and 
had  a  tremendous  appetite  for  business— and  I  had 
always  regarded  her  as  fragile  and  delicate;  and  now 
she  could  have  crushed  me  without  effort!    I  had  an 
unreasonable,  instinctive  feeling  of  shame  at  being  so 
weak  compared  to  her.    I  knew  that  I  was  leaving  her 
badly  of!;    we  voK  both  good  spendere,  and  all  my 
spare  profits  had  gone  into  the  manufactory;  but  I  did 
not  trouble  about  that.    I  was  ahnost  quite  callous 
about  that.    I  thought  to  myself,  in  a  confused  way: 
Anyhow,  I  shan't  be  here  to  see  it,  and  she'll  worry 
through  somehow!  "    Nor  did  I  object  to  dying     it 
may  be  imagmed  that  I  resented  death  at  so  elSy  an 
age,  and  being  cut  off  in  my  career,  and  prevented 
from  gettmg  the  full  benefit  of  the  new  china-firing  oven 
that  I  had  patented.    Not  at  all!    It  may  be  imagined 
tftat  I  was  preoccupied  with  a  future  life,  and  thinking 
th^  possibly  we  had  given  up  going  to  chapel  vi^thoS 
suffiaent  reason.  No!   I  just  lay  there,  submitting  like 
a  person  without  will  or  desires  to  the  nursing  of  my 
wife,  which  was  all  of  it  accurately  timed  by  the  clock 
I  just  lay  there  and  watched  the  gradual  changing  of 
the  sky,  and,  faintly,  hcvd  clocks  striking  kndthe 
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quiet  swish  of  my  wife's  dress.    Once  my  ear  would 
have  caught  the  ticking  of  our  black  marble  clock  on 
the  mantelpiece;  but  not  now— it  was  lost  to  me.    I 
v^tched  the  gradual  changing  of  the  sky,  until  the  blue 
of  the  sky  had  darkened  so  that  the  blackness  of  the 
smoke  was  merged  in  it.    But  to  the  left  there  appeared 
a  famt  reddish  glare,  which  showed  where  the  furnaces 
were;    this  glare  had  been  invisible  in  daylight.    I 
watched  all  that,  and  I  waited  patiently  for  the  last 
trace  of  silver  to  vanish  from  a  high  part  of  the  sky 
above  where  the  sunset  had  been— and  it  would  not 
I  would  shut  my  eyes  for  an  age,  and  then  open  them 
agam,  and  the  silver  was  always  in  the  sky.    The  cars 
kept  rumbling  up  the  hill  and  bumping  down  the  hill 
And  there  was  still  that  soft,  languid  feeling  over  every- 
tliing.    And  aU  the  heat  of  the  day  remained.    Some- 
tunes  a  waft  of  hot  air  moved  the  white  curtains 
Margaret  ate  something  off  a  plate.    The  servant  stole 
in.    Margaret  gave  a  gesture  as  though  to  indicate 
that  I  was  asleep.    But  I  was  not  asleep.    The  servant 
went  off.    Twice  I  restrained  my  thin,  moist  hands 
from  playing  with  the  edge  of  the  sheet.    Then  I  closed 
my  eyes  with  a  kind  of  definite  closing,  as  if  finally 
admitting  that  I  was  too  exhausted  to  keep  them  open. 


II 

DimcHLT  to  desaibe  my  next  conscious  sensations 
when  I  found  I  was  not  in  the  bed!  I  have  never 
described  them  before.  You  will  understand  why  I've 
never  described  them  to  my  wife.  I  meant  never  to 
describe  them  to  anyone.  But  as  you  came  all  the  way 
from  London,  Mr  Myers,  and  seem  to  understand  all 
this  sort  of  thing,  I've  made  up  my  mind  to  tell  you 
tat  what  it's  worth.  Yes,  what  you  say  about  the 
difficulty  of  sticking  to  the  exact  truth  is  quite  correct. 
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L^l'Ji,.*^*"^•  ^  '^°°'*  ^^  ^  over-flatter  myself  in 
saymg  that  I  am  a  more  than  ordinarily  truthful  man. 

hpH      T  '     ri'°*''™«  **  ^^^  ^^-    I  was  not  in  the 
w'  T  \^u   i*  P^<=jsely  sure  where  I  was  standing, 

^hJ/?!,"*  •*  "^  '**^'^"  "•«  t*°  windows.^ 
behmd  the  cnmson  curtains.    Anyhow,  I  must  have 

^i'tV^'^'Tv.*^"^'  "'  ^  '^'^'^^  hav^  seen  toe^? 

of  the  bed  and  the  couch  that  is  there.    I  could  most 

distmctly  hear  Cauldon  Church  clock,  more  th^"^ 

mUes  away,  strike  two.    I  was  cold.    Margaret  vraa 

r'n^i  °^"  't  ^'  ^'^  ^*^«  **  *  faceZt  ky^ 

kl^  T-    n*  ^*  "  '^'^  ""'t  °<=<="'-  to  ™e  that  tl^ 

W  J^rf  ^^°*?  K  ^  '"y  ^^'*-    ^  ''»<*  to  reason  out 

that  fact.    When  I  had  reasoned  it  out  I  tried  to  sneak 

to  Margaret  and  tell  her  that  she  was  makh^  a  mistS^ 

gaijng  at  that  thing  there  on  the  pillows,  aid  Sat"  e 

real  one  was  standing  in  the  cold  by  the  windows     I 

could  not  speak.    Then  I  tried  to  attract  her  att^iion 

m  other  ways;    but  I  could  do  nothing.    Once  she 

toned  sharply,  as  «  startled,  and  l3  strS^ht  a? 

t?h  J  f  r  T'"  ^«<=^y  than  ever  to  mate  signs 

ten  T  r*  ^'f'^"  ?.°*- .  Seemingly  she  did  not^ 

I've^^!  "     "*^*'      ^  "*  ^^'    This  is  being  dead! 

h»n!f"^"^  '^^°  the  dressing-table  and  picked  up  her 
^d-mwor.  She  mbbed  it  carefully  on  the  counter- 
pane, and  then  held  it  to  the  mouth  and  nostrils  of  that 
face  on  the  pillows,  and  then  examined  it  under  the  gas 
She  was  very  agitated;  the  whole  of  her  demean^ 
had  (Ranged;  I  scarcely  recognized  her.  J  could  rot 
help  thmkmg  that  she  was^d.  She  put  S  the 
mirror,  glanced  at  the  clock,  even  glancid  outTf  the 
window  (she  was  much  closer  to  me^than  I  am  now  to 

^J^k^i  ^'"  ^T  ^"^  '°  ">«  ^-    She  sei^d  tie 
sc^ors  that  were  hanging  from  her  girdle,  and  cut  a 
hole  m  the  top  pillow,  and  drew  from  it  a  flock  of  down 
which  she  carefully  placed  on  the  lips  of  that  fa^  ^e 
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down  did  not  even  tremble.  Then  sh.e  bared  the  breast 
of  the  body  on  the  bed,  and  laid  her  ear  upon  the  r^on 
of  the  heart;  I  could  see  her  eyes  blinking  as  she 
listened,  intensely.  After  she  had  listened  some  time 
she  raised  her  head,  with  a  little  sob,  and  frantically 
;  oiled  the  bell-rope.  I  could  hear  the  bell;  we  could 
both  hear  it.  There  was  no  response;  nothing  but  a 
fearful  silence.  Margaret,  catching  her  breath,  rushed 
out  of  the  room.  I  was  sick  with  the  most  awful 
disgust  that  I  could  not  force  her  to  see  where  I  was. 
I  had  been  helpless  before,  when  I  lay  in  the  bed,  but 
I  was  far  more  completely  helpless  now.  Talk  about 
the  babe  unborn! 

She  came  back  with  the  servant,  and  the  two  women 
stood  on  either  side  of  the  bed,  gazing  at  that  body. 
The  servant  whispered: 

"  They  do  say  that  if  you  put  a  full  glass  of  water  on 
the  chest  you  can  tell  for  sure." 

Margaret  hesitated.  However,  .he  servant  began  to 
fill  a  gla^  of  water  on  the  washstand,  and  they  poised 
it  on  the  chest  of  that  body.  Not  the  slightest  vibra- 
tion troubled  its  surface.  I  was— Bot  angry;  no, 
tremendously  disgusted  is  the  only  term  I  can  use — at 
all  this  flummery  with  that  body  on  the  bed.  It  was 
shocking  to  me  that  they  should  confuse  that  body  with 
me.  I  thought  them  silly,  wilfully  silly.  I  thouj^t 
their  behaviour  monstrously  bhnd.  There  was  I,  the 
master  of  the  house,  standing  chilled  between  the 
windows,  and  neither  Margaret  nor  the  servant  would 
take  the  least  notice  of  me  I 

The  servant  said : 

"  I'd  better  run  for  the  doctor,  ma'am."  And  she 
lifted  oft  the  glass. 

"  What  use  can  the  doctor  be?  "  Maigaret  asked. 
"  Only  spoil  the  poor  man's  night  for  nothing.  And 
he's  had  a  lot  o*  bad  nights  latefy.  He  told  me  to  be— 
prepared." 
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The  servant  said: 

"Yes,  mum.  But  I'd  better  run  for  him.  That's 
what  doctors  is  for." 

As  soon  as  the  front-door  banged  on  the  excited 
smant  my  w^fe  feU  on  that  body^  a  loud  c^^ 
stroked  It  pasdonately.  and  I  co^ld  see  her  teaS^drTtJ 
ping  on  It.  She  wept  without  any  lestr^.  Sh^ 
loved  me  very  much;  I  knew  that.  But  thefact  toat 
^e  loved  me  only  increased  my  horror  that  !he  IhouM 
be  caie^mg  tl«t  body,  which  ^  not  me  atlS.  whkh 
had  nothing  whatever  to  do  with  me,  which  ^  S 

w«^f„i  ^*»^  T^  ?°t  weeping  over  me.    She  was 

weeping  over  an  abomination.    She  was  all  wiong^ 
tragiailly  wrong,  and  I  could  not  set  her  ri^^Hw 

soo^ess^ade  me  forget  her^ef  in  ly'Zn'Z. 


1*1 
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I  ^™h.r?^  **^*  the  feehng  which  came  over  me 
IS  capable  of  being  described  in  human  language  It 
can  only  be  hmted  at,  not  truly  conveyedT  If  I  say 
that  I  was  utterly  overcome  by  the  sen4tion  of  be^ 
c^off  from  evoking,!  shall  perhaps  not  impr4s  3^ 
very  much  with  a  notion  of  my  teii^r.  But  I  do  Mt 
Z  ^Z  ^^"  *t«e>-,«^Press  myseU.  No  one  who  S2 
not  been  through  what  I  have  been  through-it  is^ 
pretty  awful  thought  that  all  who  die  do  pfobably  ro 
I^H^^i*7ff  PT"y  understand  the  feeUng  of  acute 
and  frightful  lonehness  that  possessed  me  af  I  S 
near  the  wmdows.  that  wrapped  me  up  and  enveS 
me,  as  It  were,  in  an  icy  shiet.    A  few  people Te^ 
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land  we  possibly  in  my  case— they  have  been,  and  they 
have  returned,  like  me.  They  wiD  imdentand,  and 
only  they.  I  was  solitary  in  the  miiverse.  I  was  in- 
visible, and  I  was  forgotten.  There  was  my  poor  wife 
lavishing  her  immense  sorrow  on  that  body  on  the 
bed,  which  had  ceased  to  have  any  connection  with 
me,  which  was  emphatically  not  me,  and  to  which  I  felt 
the  strongest  repugnance.  I  was  even  jealous  of  that 
lifeless,  unresponsive,  decaying  mass.  You  cannot 
guess  how  I  tried  to  yell  to  my  wife  to  come  to  me  and 
warm  me  with  her  companionship  and  her  sympathy— 
and  I  could  accomplish  nothing,  not  the  faintest 
whisper. 

I  had  no  home,  no  shelter,  no  place  in  the  world, 
no  share  in  life.  I  was  cast  out.  The  changeless  pur- 
poses of  nature  had  ejected  me  from  humanity.  It  was 
as  though  humanity  had  been  a  fortified  city  and  the 
gates  had  been  shut  on  me,  and  I  was  wandering  round 
and  round  the  unscalable  smooth  walls,  and  beating 
against  their  stone  with  my  hands.  That  is  a  good 
simile,  except  that  I  could  not  move.  Of  course  if  I 
could  have  moved  I  should  have  gone  to  my  wife.  But 
I  could  not  move.  To  be  quite  exact,  I  could  move 
very  slightly,  perhaps  about  an  inch  or  two  inches,  and 
in  any  direction,  up  or  down,  to  left  or  right,  back- 
wards or  forwards;  this  by  a  great  straining,  fatiguing 
effort.  I  was  stuck  there  on  the  surface  of  the  work), 
desolate  and  undone.  It  was  the  most  cruel  situation 
that  you  can  imagine;  far  worse,  I  think,  than  any 
conceivable  physical  torture.  I  am  perfectly  sure  that 
I  would  have  exchanged  my  state,  then,  for  the  state 
of  no  matter  what  human  being,  the  most  agonized 
martyr,  the  foulest  criminal.  I  would  have  given  any- 
thing, made  any  sacrifice,  to  be  once  more  within  the 
human  pale,  to  feel  once  more  that  human  Ufe  was  not 
going  on  without  me. 

There  was  a  knocking  betow.    My  wife  left  that 
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body  on  the  bed,  and  came  to  the 


head  out  into  the 


Road.    She  was 
nothing. 


nocturnal 
within 


gaslit 


window 
silence 


and  put  her 
of  Trafalgar 


foot  of  me— and  I  could  do 

Sh^ whispered:  "  Is  that  you.  Mary?  " 
The  voice  of  the  servant  came-   "Yea   m..»     -ru 

t^^Z  ^"."""f  ''^y  ""-«•  h; w  liS 

to  be  back  before  five  o'clock  "  " 

My  wife  said,  with  sad  indifference:    "It  doesn't 

matter  now.    I'll  let  you  in  »  "aoesnt 

the  room,  and  talked  in  low  voices 

My  wife  said :"  As  soon  as  it's  light  you  must 
S*i!.  °f P*?  *"**  corrected  herself.    ''  No,  the  nm^  iwiU 
be  back  at  seven  o'clock.    She  said  she  woSd     ^S. 
will^att^dtoallthat.    Ma^.,  goi:n'dtt  uSfle  r2? 

aboJt'S  thi:^^  "^  ^^-    "  '  "^'^  >--  -uch 
^^"  Oh,  yes,  mum.    And  tie  his  jaw  up,"  the  servant 

^»s  eyes!  /f.s  jaw!  I  was  terribly  ancrv  in  mv 
desolation.  But  it  was  a  futile  anger,  thoK  L^ 
throjMth  me  Lke  a  storm.  Couldthey  not  Sdersta^d 
woul«r  they  never  understand,  that^  ttey^«  t?o ' 
.tesquely  deceived?  How  much  longer  wmJdT  th^J 
J»ntmue  to  fuss  over  that  body  on  thf  LdSe  I  / 
the  penon  whom  they  were  supposed  to  be  s^  J' 
suffered  and  trembled  in  dire  n^t  CeS^d^^T' 

A  ndiculous  bother  over  pennies!  There  was  onlv 
TL^l  "*  '^\^''^'  tJ'^y  decided.  aftrs^clS 
I  knew  the  exact  whereabouts  of  two  shiUinw^vro^ 

room.    It  had  been  there  for  many  weeks;    IhSi 


liJIJ 
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brought  it  home  one  day  from  the  works.  But  they 
did  not  know.  I  wanted  to  tell  them,  so  as  to  end  the 
awful  exacerbation  of  my  nerves.  But  of  course  I 
could  not.  In  spite  of  Mary's  superstitious  protest,  my 
wife  put  a  penny  on  one  eye  and  half-a-crown  on  the 
other.  Ma^  seemed  to  regard  this  as  a  desecration, 
or  at  best  as  unlucky.  Then  they  bound  up  the  jaw 
of  that  body  with  one  of  my  liandicerchiefs.  I  thought 
I  had  never  seen  anything  luore  wantonly  absurd. 
Their  trouble  in  straightening  the  arms— the  legs  were 
quite  straight — ^infuriated  me.  I  wanted  to  weep  in 
my  tragic  vexation.  It  seemed  as  though  tears  would 
ease  me.    But  I  could  not  weep. 

The  servant  said:  "  Y«u'd  better  come  away  now, 
mum,  aid  rest  on  the  sofa  in  the  drawing-room." 

Margaret,  with  red-bordered,  glittering  eyes, 
answered,  staring  all  the  while  at  that  body:  "  No, 
Mary.  It's  no  use.  I  can't  leave  him.  I  .won't  leave 
him!" 

But  she  wasn't  thinking  about  me  at  all.  There  I 
was,  neglected  and  shivering,  near  the  windows;  and 
she  would  not  look  at  me! 

After  an  interminable  palaver  Margaret  induced  the 
servant  to  leave  the  room.  And  she  sat  down  on  the 
chair  nearest  the  bed,  and  began  to  cry  again,  not 
troubling  to  wipe  her  eyes.  She  sobbed,  more  and 
more  lowUy,  and  kept  touching  that  body.  She  seized 
my  gold  watch,  which  hung  over  the  bed,  and  which 
she  wound  up  every  night,  and  kissed  it  and  put  it 
back.  Her  sobs  continued  to  increase.  Then  the  door 
opened  quietly,  and  the  servant,  half-undressed,  crept 
in,  and  without  saying  a  word  gently  led  Margaret  out 
of  the  room.  Margaret's  last  glance  was  at  t^t  body. 
In  a  moment  the  servant  returned  and  extinguished  the 
gas,  and  departed  again,  very  carefully  closing  the 
door.    I  was  now  utterly  abandoned. 
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IV 


Aix  that  had  happened  to  me  up  u  low  was  straiure: 
but  what  foUowed  wa»  »tiU  ir  >ie  s(.  jige  and  stiU  test 
capabk  of  being  described  in  human  language. 

I  became  aware  that  I  was  graduaL'v  losing  the 
sensation  of  being  cut  off  from  mtercourse,  at  any- 
rate  that  the  sensation  was  losing  iU  painfulness     I 
didn  t  seem  to  care,  now,  whether  I  was  neglected  or 
not.    And  to  be  cast  out  from  humanity  grew  into  a 
matter  of  indiffere  >ce  to  me.    I  became  p.waie,  too,  of 
the  approach  of  a  mysterious  freedom.    I  was  not  free , 
I  could  still  move  only  an  inch  or  so  in  any  direction; 
but  I  felt  that  a  process  of  dissolving  of  bonds  had 
o^an.    What  manner  of  bonds?    I  don't  know.    I 
felt— that  was  all.    My  indifference  slowly  passed  into 
a  sad  and  deep  pity  for  the  world.    The  world  seemed 
to  me  so  pathetic,  so  awry,  so  obstinate  in  its  honest 
Illusions,  so  silly  in  its  dishonest  pretences.    "  Have  I 
been  content  mththatP"!  thought,  staggered.    And 
I  was  sorry  for  what  I  had  been.    I  perceived  that  the 
ideals  of  my  life  were  tawdry,  that  even  the  best  were 
poor  htOe  things.    And  I  perceived  tliat  it  was  the 
same  with  everyone,  and  that  even  the  greatest  men, 
those  men  that  I  had  so  profoundly  admired  as  of 
another  day  than  mine,  were  as  like  the  woret  as  one 
sheep  was  like  another  sheep.    Weep— because  nature 
had  ejected  me  from  that  petty  Uttle  worW,  with  its 
ridiculous  and  conceited  wrongness?    Wlat  an  ideal 
Why,  I  said  to  myself,  that  world  spends  nearly  the 
whole  of  its  time  in  moving  physical  things  from  one 
place  to  another.    Change  the  position  of  matter— that 
IS  all  It  does,  all  it  thinks  of.    I  remembered  a  states- 
man who  had  referred  to  the  London  and  North- 
western Railway  as  being  one  of  the  glories  of  Eng- 
land!    Parcebl     Parcels!     Parcels,    human,    brute 


f 

1 

■«  1 

I 

if  1 

:;   Hi 


ni. 


I     ; 


Jw 

!f|ilj||^ 

J|.  ', 

1 

mh 

""-■--    T"    j 

I^B 

M    THE  MATADOR  OF  THE  rrVB  TOWNS 


11 


A  j*u*"t  *'">"^  '"»»  parcel-nioviiigl  I  .miled 
And  then  I  perceived  that  I  could  understand  and  k3w 
proW«M  which  bad  defied  thousands  of  year,  of  human 
PhJoMphy  problems  which  we  on  eartK  called  fuX 

S^^  v^'^  '"'  J^^y  *'«  '«'*  «  *»>«  '*"t  '•^da- 
mental,  but  were  tnfles,  as  simple  as  Euclid.  It  was 
rannsing  that  the  soluUon  of  them  had  not  presented 
itseb  to  me  beforel  I  thought:  With  one  wrd  one 
S*^r^'K  "'^**  •'^*'*'^  *^«  human  ra^Syo^ 

I^n^S.'*  '^•.*''*'  '**™***-  Fwble-bodied,  fwble- 
mmded  humanity  I  •=«;"•<=- 

And  then  I  had  a  glimpse I  was  in  the  bed- 
room, near  the  windows,  all  the  time,  but  nevertheless 

of^  L°I!^?*"'*T*^,"'  'P*^'-  I  ^"J**  '««1  the  roll 
Sf.^*  earth  as  It  turned  lumberingly  on  its  axis-*  faint 

S&mt"'^*?'^  ?°i  '^*'^'"*-    Still.  I  was  in  to^ 
b^room,  near  the  wmdows.    And  I  had  a  ghmpee 
Tie  heralds  of  a  new  vitality  swept  trumpeting  through 
me  and  a  calm,  intense,  meffable  joy  foUowed  in  thrir 

aI^Li  ^  '  ^^1  •  ••  And  my  eyes  were  not 
dassfed.  I  yearned  and  strained  towards  what  I  saw 
towards  the  exceeding  brightness  of  undreamt  comi 

?S'°^SSiStJl°^'r^P^"^,*'*^^^«'  ^^  arrows. 
Yes,  •oiTOWsl    But  what  uobk  sorrows  they  were 

^LL^t.T'^'^^?''  I  strained  at  my  m^ 
^^«id  that  I  should  be  winged  away  into  other 

And  then,  I  knew  that  they  were  tightening  acain 
^}^!i^^^^  very  slowly  faded,  and  IlSt^ 
m  the  pft  of  vision  which  momentarily  had  enabled  me 
to  see  the  illusions  and  the  Uttleness  of  the  world.  Aad 
I  was  slowly  slowly  drawn  away  from  the  window. 
And  then  I  felt  heavy  weights  on  my  eyes,  and  I  could 
not  move  my  jaw.  I  shuddered  convulsively,  and  a 
com  struck  the  floor  and  ran  till  it  fell  flat.  And  the 
door  swiftly  opened.  ... 
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XUL^Jf  ^^^  character  is  charged,  within;  though 
externally  it  may  seem  the  s*.ue.  Externally  I  raav 
«eem  to  have  resumed  the  affe.tions  and  the  interesU 
which  occupied  me  before  my  iUness  and  my  remarkable 
recoveiv.  Yet  I  am  different.  Certainly  I  Wl^? 
a(pm  the  stranjfe  transcendental  knowledge  which  was 
mii»  for  a  few  instants.  Certainly  I  have  descended 
•gam  to  the  earthly  level.    All  thoie  magic  thir^have 

WifT^  **«'P*.^P«-  In  «  sureTope.  in  a  posi- 
tive  fajth,  I  am  waiting.  I  am  waiting  for  all  that 
magic  to  happen  to  me  again.  I  know  that  the  pain  of 
tenehness  when  again  I  shall  see  my  own  bodyfrom 
the  outside  will  be  exquisite,  but— the  reward!    The 

I^rrll  **  "*  x**?*  •*  *'*'*>'  »*  tJ»e  •»<*  of  my 
nund,  the  source  of  the  cahn  joy  in  which  I  wait.  Ex- 
ternally I  am  the  successful  earthenware  manufac- 
turer, happily  married,  getting  rich  on  a  china-firing 
oven,  employing  a  couple  of  hundred  workmen,  etcetera 
who  was  once  given  up  for  dead.  But  I  am  more  thaii 
that.    I  have  seen  God.  ^^ 


•  .1  ■.] 

■A 
'   i 


1 


'li 


JOGK-AT-A-VENTURE 


A  LL  this  happened  at  a  Martinmas  Fair  in  Buislev 
-r\    long  ago  in  the  fifties,  when  everybody  through- 
out the  Five  Towns  pronounced  Bursley  "  Bosley  "^ 
a  matter  of  course;  in  the  tedious  and  tragic  old  times, 
before  it  had  been  discovered  that  heU  was  a  myth,  and 
Deiore  the  mvention  of  pleasure  or  even  of  half-holidays 
Martmmas  was  in  those  days  a  very  important  momait 
m  the  annual  hfe  of  the  town,  for  it  was  at  Martinmas 
that  potters  wages  were  fixed  for  twelve  months  ahead 
and  pottere  hired  themselves  out  for  that  term  at  the 
best  rate  they  could  get.    Even  to  the  present  day  the 
housewves  reckon  chronology  by  Martinmas.    They 
My.^    It  11  be  seven  years  come  Martinmas  that  Sal's 
babby  died  o'  convulsions."    Or,  "  It  was  that  year  as  it 
ramed  and  hailed  all  Martinmas."    And  many  of  them 
have  no  idea  why  it  is  Martinmas,  and  not  Midsummer 
or  Whitsun,  that  is  always  on  the  tips  of  their  tongues. 
The  Fair  was  one  of  the  two  great  drunken  sprSs  of 
♦  w^;  the  other  being  the  Wakes.    And  it  wm  meet 
that  It  ^ould  be  so.  for  intoxication  was  a  powerful  aid 
to  the  signing  of  contracts.    A  sot  would  put  his  name 
to  anything,  gloriously ;  and  when  he  had  signed  he  had 
signed.    Thus  the  beaver-hatted  employers  smiled  at 
Martmmas  drunkenness,  and  smacked  it  familiarly  on  the 
bacA;  and  litUe  boys  swilled  themselves  into  the  gutter 
vnth  then-  elders,  and  felt  intensely  proud  of  the  feat 
rbess  heroic  old  times  have  gone  by,  never  to  return 

It  was  on  the  Friday  before  Martinmas,  at  dusk. 
In  the  centre  of  the  town,  on  the  waste  gro-md  to  the 
90 
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north  of  the  "  Shambles  "  (as  the  stone-built  meat 
market  was  called),  and  in  the  space  between  the 
Shambles  and  the  as  yet  unfinished  new  Town  Hall,  the 
showmen  and  the  showgirls  and  the  showboys  were 
titivating  their  booths,  and  cooking  their  teas,  and 
watering  their  horses,  and  polishing  the  brass  rails  of 
their  vans,  and  brushing  their  fancy  costumes,  and 
hammering  fresh  tent-pegs  into  the  hard  ground,  and 
lighting  the  first  flares  of  the  evening,  and  yarning,  and 
quarrelling,  and  washing— all  under  the  sombre  purple 
sky,  for  the  diversion  of  a  small  crowd  of  loafere,  big 
and  little,  who  stood  obstinately  with  their  hands  in 
then:  pockets  or  in  their  sleeves,  missing  naught  of  the 
promising  spectacle. 

Now,  in  the  midst  of  what  in  less  than  twenty-four 
hours  would  be  the  Fair,  was  to  be  seen  a  strange  and 
piquant  sight— namely,  a  group  of  three  white-tied, 
broad-brimmed  dissenting  ministers  -in  earnest  con- 
verse with  fat  Mr  Snaggs,  the  proprietor  of  Snaggs's— 
Snaggs's  being  the  town  theatre,  a  wooden  erection, 
generally  called  by  patrons  the  "Blood  Tub,"  on 
account  of  its  sanguinary  programmes.  On  this  occa- 
sion Mr  Snaggs  and  the  dissenting  ministers  were  for 
once  in  a  way  agreed.  They  all  objected  to  a  certain 
feature  of  the  Fair.  It  was  not  the  roundabouts,  so 
crude  that  even  an  infant  of  to-day  would  despise  them. 
It  was  not  the  shooting-galleries,  nor  the  cocoanut  siues. 
It  was  not  the  arrangements  of  the  beerselleis,  which 
were  formidably  Bacchic.  It  was  not  the  boxing- 
booths,  where  adventurous  youths  could  have  teeth 
knocked  out  and  eyes  smashed  in  free  of  chsirge.  It 
was  not  the  monstrosity-booths,  where  misshapen  and 
maimed  creatures  of  both  sexes  were  displayed  all  alive 
and  nearly  nude  to  anybody  with  a  penny  to  spare. 
What  Mr  Snaggs  and  the  ministers  of  religion  objected 
to  was  the  theatre-booths,  in  which  the  mirror,  more  or 
less  cracked  and  tarnished,  was  held  up  to  nature. 
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sid^^!^'"  °^^^°^  was  professional.  He  con- 
te^*^*  H*^""*  ^'^  authorized  to  mivey  di^ 
of  ^™T'  ?"  «»^dered  that  amongTJ^vSS^ 

tne  success  of  their  campaign  against  play-actinir  iTtte 
F^;  a  campaign  which  now  for  seve^  y^rs^TlSd 
been  abortiv^largety  (it  was  rumoured)  o^o  tte 
secret  jealousy  of  the  Church  of  England  ^ 

If  ony  on  ye  had  had  any  gumption  "  Mr  Sna<,„ 
was  saying  fearlessly  to  the  pare^   "  v^'h  w^'*^ 

anythmg  but  good.  ...    Gentlei^'       ^^^ '^ 
A  rather  small,  slight  man  of  about  forty,  with  tiny 
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It!.*^™  ^*''  *"•*  "  ""^  I"***  °n  ^  PiM."  saluted 
toe  three  paisons  gravely.  ~iuicu 

^^  Mr  bmito!     from  the  second. 
Smiwf^*^*'  Sn»ithl  »  from  the  third,  who  was  Jock 

T™f^<f.T  ^^"'  ^^'"S  ^  ^^S«  °*  «ie  Betoesda  in 
Tiafa^ar  Road  where  Jock  Smith  worshipped  andXre 
he  had  recently  begun  to  preach  as  a  IcTprSr 
hJ.°^  Smith   herbalist,  shook  hands  with  vivacity 
but  also  with  self-consciousness.    He  was  self-conS. 

!^?T  ''**^*^  ^T^"  *°  ^  •'"^  °f  the  chief  charge™ 
aad  attractions  of  the  town,  because  he  was  weUaware 

him  out  to  each  other.    And  he  was  half  proud  ind  haH 
ashamed  of  his  notoriety. 

wandered  after  him,  and.  undeterred -by  the  prese^e 

W^*„r^"''  "^""^  '^P***^  ^"'""S  themselves,  in  a 
tow  audacious  monotone: 

"  Jock-at-a- Venture !    Jock-at-a- Venture !  " 


!    i  ■ 


II 

He  was  toe  youngest  of  fourteen  children,  and  when 
he  ^  a  month  old  his  motoer  took  him  to  church  to 
be  christened.    The  rector  was  toe  celebrated  Ra^ey! 
siwrteman    who  (it  is  said)  once  pawned  the  chirch 
Bible  m  order  to  get  up  a  bear-baiting.    Rappey  asked 
toe  name  of  toe  child,  and  was  told  b|  toe  Sr^t 
she  had  come  to  toe  end  of  her  knowledge  of  names 
^d  would  be  obliged  for  a  suggestion.^  WheS 
Rap^y  began  to  cite  all  toe  most  ludicrous  names  in 
the  Bible    such  -.  Ahohbamah,  Kenaz,  Iram.  Baal- 
hanan,    Abia&aph,    Amram,    Mushi.    Libni,    Nepheg 
^a%.^  the  motoer  laughed,  shaking' her  hSd 
And  Rappey  went  on:  Shimi,  CanmTjodtebed.    And 


If'' I 


.  1  m' 


.jn^iJ! 


{ 


94    THE  MATADOR  OF  THE  FIVE  TOWNS 

at  Jochebed  the  mother  became  hysterical  with  laughter. 
Jock-at-a-Venture.»she  had  sniggered,  and  iKv 
nmchievomly  taking  her  at  her  ^rd,  Arist.m^d^he 
mfant  Jock-at-a-Venture  before  she  could  protest:  and 
the  mfant  was  stamped  for  ever  as  peculiar 

-*♦«  I  ?^  "J?  *°  ^  ?*™*-  He  ran  away  twice,  and 
after  havmg  been  both  a  sailor  and  a  soldier,  he  re- 
turned home  with  the  accomplishment  of  flourishing 

ately  he  became  the  most  notorious  barber  in  the  Five 
Towm,  on  account  of  his  gab  and  his  fisticuffs.  It  was 
he  who  shaved  the  left  side  of  the  face  of  an  insulting 

ST**?^  *^i*°"?..  <*^*"''  ^  S«at  riots  of  ^ 
^*  ^  1?-  ^°''^^,  ^*^  had  not  queued),  and  then 
pitched  him  out  of  the  shop,  soapsuds  and  aU  mS 
l^U^  *°  \*^  in  the  Cock  Yard  and  fl^  Wm 
through  the  Mchway  into  the  market-place  y^  j^t 
half  a  ma^cent  beard  and  moustache.  It  was  he 
who  mtroduced  hair-dyeing  into  Bursley.  Hair- 
dyeing  might  have  grown  popular  in  the  town  if  one 
night,  owing  to  some  confusion  with  red  ink.  the  Chair- 
man  of  the  Bursley  Burial  Board  had  not  eme^^l^ 
Jodc-at-a-Venture's  with  a  vermilion  top-knotind  b^n 
greeted  on  the  pavement  by  his  waiting  wife  with  the 
bitter  words:   "Thou  foo! '• 

i„„'^  ^I^  u  *"  J«^-at-a-Venture  abandoned  barber- 
ing  and  took  up  music,  for  which  he  had  ahvavs  shown 

Sn^  ^"^  P'^u  f **  ^f  *=°™«*'  "»t  merefywith  his 
hands  and  mouth,  but  with  the  whole  of  his  agile  ex- 
pi^^ve  body.  He  made  a  good  living  out  of  pubKc- 
housw  and  tea-meetmgs.  for  none  could  play  the  piano 

^t  l^i  ^^'^  ^^^.  "'  ^^'^  '*  J'e«  His  comet 
^^.^.TT*  "•  ^  ^^  *.*  Moorthome.  the  mimng 
^Uage  to  the  east  of  Bursley.  and  on  his  noctunJj 
journeys  to  and  from  Moorthome  with  the  beloved 
instrument  he  had  had  many  a  set-to  with  the  maraud- 
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m  colliers  who  made  the  road  dangerous  for  cowanfa 

o.T^*'^"?,.'***^  •**«  f°™«I  in  Bursley.  with  Tock 

visitag  Moorthome  colhers  in  Bursley's  market^laM 
Then  came  Jock's  conversion  to  religiwTa  bE 
affair,  aiKi  his  abandonment  of  public-C  A^f 
mwtings  alone  would  not  keep  him.  hebid  ^art^ 
a^  in  hfe,  for  the  fifth  or  sixth  time-L  a  h«teM 

?r^.  ^'Jf  *  u^*^«°"  ""^^  suited  hfa  Se 
hands  and  his  enthusiasm  for  humanity.  At  tut  ^d 
qmte  lately,  he  had  risen  to  be  a  W  pr^S  '  S 
&st  two  sermons  had  impassioned  the  W^tionf 
though  there  were  critics  t^cuse  him  of  ttSaU?^' 

^^^  ^T^f}°  ^"  ^'metimes  On  £^5; 
afternoon  of  the  Fnday  before  Martinmas  an  acdS 

had  happened  to  him.  He  had  been  playiiJ^^e  pSo 
at  the  rehearsal  of  the  Grand  Amiual  EvmtaeCoS 

Ulee-Smgers.  detemuned  to  beat  records   had  »ot  , 

that  for  time  missis.?  "),  she  was  reassured.  At  tS^ 
of  the  song  her  enthusiasm  for  the  musi^  ^tToiSZ 

form  aBd  simp  y  but  cordially  kis^d  hL.  She^^a 
stout  fevensh  lady.  He  fiked  a  lady  tobe  stout  fnH 
n^f^r^  f^"^'  ^"1  «»«  com£e?t  eno^o^^ 

Sit  T?'L*?^*y*r.?'°'=^'p^«^'^«' with  rSTy 

!?;«  tL'  f  ^"""^  *^  "^^  charge  of'il'eaS^ 
Here  was  a  reason,  and  a  very  good  one,  why  he 
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deliberately  sought  the  company  of  parsons  in  the 
middle  of  the  Fair-ground.  He  had  to  protect  himself 
against  tongues. 

HI 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  Jock-at-a- Venture  to  the  par- 
sons, gesturing  with  his  hands  and  twisting  his  small, 
elegant  feet,  "  I  don't  know  as  I'm  in  favour  of 
stopping  these  play-acting  folk  from  making  a  hving; 
stopping  'em  by  force,  that  is." 

He  taiew  that  he  had  said  something  shocking,  some- 
thing that  when  he  joined  the  group  he  had  not  in  the 
least  meant  to  say.  He  knew  that  instead  of  protect- 
ing himself  he  was  exposing  himself  to  danger.  But  he 
did  not  care.  When,  as  now,  he  was  earned  away  by 
an  idea,  he  cared  for  naught.  And,  moreover,  he  had 
the  consciousness  of  being  cleverer,  acuter,  than  any  of 
these  ministers  of  religion,  than  anybody  in  the  town! 
His  sheer  skill  and  resourcefutaess  in  life  had  always 
borne  him  safely  through  every  difficulty— from  a 
prize-fight  to  a  soprano's  embrace. 

"A  strange  doctrine,  Brother  Smith  I  "  said  Jock's 
own  pastor. 

The  other  two  hairmed  and  hawed,  and  bit>ught  the 
tips  of  their  fingers  together. 

"Nay!  "  said  Jock,  persuasively  smiling.  "  'Stead 
o'  bringing  'em  to  starvation,  bring  'em  to  the  House  o' 
God!  Preach  the-gospel  to  'em,  and  then  when  ye've 
preached  the  gospel  to  'em,  happen  they'll  change  their 
ways  o'  their  own  accord.  Or  happen  they'll  put  their 
play-acting  to  the  service  o'  God.  If  there's  plays  agen 
drink,  why  shouldna'  there  be  plays  agen  the  devil,  and 
for  Jesus  Christ,  our  Blessed  Pedeemer?  " 

"Good  day  to  you,  brethren,"  said  one  of  the 
parsons,  and  departed.  Thus  only  could  he  express  his 
horror  of  Jock's  sentiments. 
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Jn  those  days  churches  and  chapeb  w 

^?^.     i  P*"*"*  '"*^  *°  «°  ^°rth  bating  up  conifre- 

not  frequent  the  means  of  grace  had  at  any  rate  the 
gracj  to  be  ashamed  of  not  doing  so     And  Wh- 

STus^elf^^l^'^n^SS/^i^^^^^^^ 

!rfantr?o  £-^°?  -"^<i  ?^srw2 
Sj^^ijrtTeTuSLrcre^joS^'jSe^ 

S'^ch^aL^dt"*-"''''"*""  "°'^'^  '^^^  •--^e 
^I^think.  my  friend-"  began  the  second  remaining 

S*s^-^--.-drr^eS 

there  no  virtue  m  it?    Is  there  no  hope X  SStion 

»„m=^°°K'"  J*"*'*  P^'"'  '^PJ'ed  mournfully.     «  That 
7^^^A^  "^"l?  ^  Clowes-is  notorious^  She^ 

"aae.    1  Have  made  mqiuries      Tho  bHo-  ^^    u* 
are  actresses  and  married  to  phy-tZ^Zd^^Inf^. 
youngest  child  is  taught  to  st  Jon  &e  fi^    £ 
troupe  ,s  the  largest  in  the  Midlands  »  "^' 

foriSn**^^*'^  ^  '^'^y  '^^'l  by  this  in- 

savS:rr:^.  "^'S.si..^^'  ^^^^^'y.  -^or 

The  two  ministers  did  not  want  h^r  ♦«  k»  j 
^^  li^d  to  think  of  the  thtral  J^lL^^be^nTS 
pale,    mey  remembered  the  time.  befZ^^y  were 
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ordained,  and  after,  when  they  had  hotly  desired  to  see 
the  inside  of  a  theatre  and  to  rub  shouldcos  with  wicked- 
ness. And  they  took  pleastire  in  the  knowledge  that 
the  theatre  was  always  there,  and  the  wickedness  there- 
of, and  the  lost  souls  therein.  But  Jock-at-a-Venture 
genuinely  longed,  in  that  ecstasy  of  his,  for  the  total 
abolition  of  aU  forms  of  sin. 

"  And  what  would  you  do  to  save  her,  brother?  " 
Jock's  pastor  inquired  coldly. 

"  ^^^t  would  I  do?  I'd  go  and  axe  her  to  come  to 
chapel  Sunday,  her  and  hers.  I'd  axe  her  kindly,  and 
I'd  crack  a  joke  with  her.  And  I'd  get  round  her  for 
the  Lord's  sake." 

Both  ministers  sighed.  The  same  tuujght  was  in 
their  hearts,  namely,  that  brands  plucked  from  the 
burning  (such  as  Jock)  had  a  disagreeable  tendency  to 
carry  piety,  as  they  had  carried  sin,  to  the  most  ridicu- 
lous and  inconvenient  lengths. 


IV 

"  Those  are  bcmny  potatoes,  missis!  " 

"  Ay !  "  The  stout  woman,  the  upper  part  of  whose 
shabby  dress  seemed  to  be  subjected  to  considerable 
strains,  looked  at  Jock  carelessly,  and  then,  attracted 
perhaps  by  his  eager  face,  smiled  with  a  certain  facile 
amiatnlity. 

"  But  by  th'  time  they're  cooked  your  supper'Il  be 
late,  I'm  reckoning." 

"  Them  potatoes  have  naught  to  do  with  our  supper," 
said  Mrs  Clowes.  "  They're  for  to-morrow's  dinner. 
There'll  be  no  time  for  peeling  potatoes  to-morrow. 
Kezial  "    She  shrilled  the  name. 

A  slim  little  girl  showed  herself  between  the  heavy 
curtains  of  the  main  tent  of  Mrs  Clowes's  caravanserai. 

"  Bring  Sapphira,  too!" 
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more, 
Jock, 


'  TTiOM  youn?  "  asked  Jock. 
'  Th.v'rt  mine."  »ud  Mrs  Ctowes.     •  And  I've  six 
coxmting  grandchildren  and  sons-in-law  like  " 
«o  wonder  you  want  a  pailful  of  potatoesl  "  said 


Keaa  and  Sapphira  appeared  in  the  gloom.  Thev 
might  have  wanted  sixteen  yean,  together  They^% 
duty,  tousled,  graceful  and  lovely  '"j' were 

"  Twins,"  Jock  suggested. 

Mrs  Clowes  nodded.  "Off  with  this  pail,  nowl 
^tTtT  ''?«:*  *Pai  the  water.    He^K^ 

■^^^^''-    And  bring  me  the  other  pail." 

The  children  bore  away  the  heavy  paCstaaferine 
3,  ?h!'n*?* •.  ^  ^'°^^  lifted  hr^ig^'f'^ 

^Zr^L^""^'  '^'^^  P^^^  ^«»»  the  secret  placM 
of  her  endless  apron,  and  cahnly  sat  down  again. 

Ye  rule  em  with  a  rod  of  iron,  missis,"  said  lock 
She  smiled  good-humouredly  and  shrugged  her  va^t 
shoulders— no  mean  physical  feat. 
'.«"•  ^  ^'^?  'em  hVely,"  she  said.    "  There's  twelve  of 

t^t^.T  '?*•  ^^^°^*  ^'  ^^^  ^^^^-    Someone  W 
to  be  after  'em  all  the  time."  "^ 

"And  you  not  thirty-five,  I  swear!  " 

Nay)    Ye're  wrong." 

^pphira  brought  the  other  pail,  swinging  it.    She 

PJtrt^down  with  a  clatter  of  the  fai^Kidie  Sd 

it  Jl^  I  now?  "  Jo(A  murmured,  interested;  and,  as 
It  were  out  of  sheer  absent-mindedness,  he  tinned  the 
p^  wrong  side  up,  and  seated  himself  ok  it  with  a  cdm 
that  equalled  the  cahn  of  Mrs  Clowes 

we«  »n™f  °*  °'*'ily  ^^-  ^^  ^"^  °*  the  showmen 
w^  aMwencg  each  other  across  the  Fair-ground:  and 
presently  a  young  man  came  and  hung  one  out  above  the 
i^  platform  of  Mrs  Clowes's  booth ;  and  J^QowS 
bhnked.  From  behind  the  booth  floated  the^i  S 
the  confused  chatter  of  men,  girls  and  youngster 
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together  with  the  complaint  of  an  infant.  A  few  yards 
away  from  Mn  Clowes  was  a  truss  of  hay;  a  pony  sidled 
from  somewhere  with  false  innocence  up  to  this  truss, 
nosed  it  cautiously,  and  then  began  to  bite  wisps  from 
it.  Occasionally  a  loud  but  mysterious  cry  swept 
across  the  ground.  The  sky  was  full  of  mystery. 
A^unst  the  sky  to  the  west  stood  black  and  clear  the 
silhouette  of  the  new  Town  Hall  spire,  a  wondrous  erec- 
tion; and  sticking  out  from  it  at  one  side  was  the  form 
of  a  gigantic  angel.  It  was  the  gold  angel  which,  from 
the  summit  of  the  spire,  has  now  watched  over  Bursley 
for  half  a  century,  but  which  on  that  particular  Friday 
had  been  lifted  only  two-thirds  of  the  way  to  its  final 
home. 

Jock-at-a-Venture  felt  deeply  all  the  influences  of 
the  scene  and  of  the  woman.  He  was  one  of  your 
romantic  creatures;  and  for  him  the  woman  was  mag- 
nificent.   Her  magnificence  thrilled. 

"  And  what  are  you  going  to  say?  "  she  quizzed  him. 
"  Sitting  on  my  pall!  " 

Now  to  quiz  Jock  was  to  challenge  him. 
"  Sitting  on  your  pail,  missis,"  he  replied,  "  I'm 
going  for  to  say  that  you're  much  too  handsome  a 
woman  to  go  down  to  hell  in  eternal  damnation." 

She  was  taken  aback,  but  her  profession  had  taught 
her  the  art  of  quick  recovery. 

"You  belong  to  that  Methody  lot,"  she  mildly 
sneered.  "  I  thought  I  seed  you  taUcing  to  them  white- 
chokers." 

"  I  do,"  said  Jock. 

"And  I  make  no  doubt  you  think  yourself  verv 
clever."  ' 

"  Well,"  he  vouchsafed,  "  I  can  splice  a  rope,  shave 
a  head,  ciu-e  a  wart  or  a  boU,  and  tell  a  fine  woman  with 
any  man  in  this  town.  Not  to  mention  boxing,  as  I've 
given  up  on  account  of  my  religion." 

"1  was  handsome  once,"  said  Mrs  Clowes,  with 
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appwent  but  not  real,  inconnMuence.    "  But  I'm  all 
run  to  fat.  Wee     Pve  played^rtia  in  my  "me     Bu 

SKT^fioSLl  ^ '"  *°  «^'  *^°"«^  -«•  ^ 

an  ^S'tLc^-^Sty'gSL;.^'''   ••'''- 

"  tj^.***?*'*"^"'^  "^*  M»  Clowes  blushed. 
"IoSwnt"?/'~V.  »'«"-fi«?"  "he  quesUoned. 
^ften  _th,nk  of  it-    Pm  a  lonely  woman.  Ind  I  often 

them'SSi?^'  "  J*^  P™*«*«»  ««'^-    "  With  aU. 
"Ayl" 
There  was  a  silence. 

from  ^  "'^  ''fft^  '"**^'  "  '•**  «P'oded.  jumping  up 
™n  ti^A  ^*  """*  ~™«  *»  ">'  Bethesdk  dowi 
i?n  i^i""''*?'.  """""K.  and  hear  the  word  o'  God. 
It  U  be  the  making  on  ye."  ^^ 

Mrs  Clowes  shook  her  head. 
"  Nayl  " 

"  ^t  •>™«  yer  children."  he  persisted, 
said.  Ll^a^y"  "  *"  «°^  *"  P^  '^''"  "  «»»• 
=„-4"  "  ''.if*  as  is  going  to  preach."  he  answered  loudly 
??X"?^ol,:i^'  ^'"  P""^  ag.«  any  man  in  th^ 


I 
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The  Bethesdavm  crowded  on  Sunday  morning;  partly 
because  it  was  Martinmas  Sunday,  ^d  parity  be^ 
the  preacher  was  Jock-at-a-Venture.  That  Jock 
aUould  have  been  appointed  on  the  "  plan  "  frota  of 
preachers]  to  discourse  in  the  principd  local^p^j 
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the  OMinexion  at  luch  an  important  feaat  ihowed 


what  extraordinary  vngrnThe'i^iali^^^i^^ae^ 
the  appfedatjon  of  that  tmail  public  of  experts  which 
aided  the  oarwn  in  drawing  up  the  quarterly  plan. 
At  the  hands  of  the  larger  public  ki  reception  wasVuie. 
Some  sixteon  hundred  of  the  larger  public  had  crammed 
themselvM  into  the  chapel,  and  there  was  not  an  empty 
place  either  an  the  ground  floor  or  in  the  gallenes. 

HTSJ^k  ^'^"^.  <"  "»«  "  sinpng-seat  "  Was  then 
oHwl)  had  visitors  m  addition  to  the  choir  and  the 
double-Uss  players.  And  not  a  window  was  open. 
At  that  date  it  had  not  occurred  to  people  that  fresh  air 
was  not  a  menace  to  existence.  The  whole  commsea- 
tion  was  sweltering,  and  rather  enjoying  it ;  for  irrsome 
strangely  subtle  manner  perspiration  seemed  to  be  a 
help  to  religious  emotion.  Scores  of  women  were 
fanning  themselves;  and  among  these  was  a  very  stout 
peony-facsd  woman  of  about  forty  in  a  gorgeous  yellow 
dress  aad  a  red-and-black  bonnet,  with  a  luge  boy  and 
a  smaU  gin  under  one  arm,  and  a  lai^o  boy  and  a  small 
girl  under  the  other  arm.  The  splendour  of  the  (rroup 
appeared  somewhat  at  odds  with  the  penury  of  the 
Free  Seats,"  whither  it  had  been  conducted  bv  a 
steward.  ' 

In  the  pulpit,  dominating  ail,  was  Jock-at-a-Ventur». 
who  sweated  like  the  rest.  He  presented  a  rather  noble 
aspect  m  his  broadcloth,  so  different  from  his  careless 
shabby  week-day  attire.  His  eye  was  lighted:  his 
arm  raised  in  a  compellyig  gesture.  Pausing  effectively, 
he  hfted  a  glass  with  his  left  hand  and  si^d.  It  was 
the  signal  that  he  had  arrived  at  his  peroration  His 
perorations  were  famous.  And  this  morning  every- 
body felt,  and  he  himself  knew,  that  all  previo  is  perora- 
tions were  to  be  surpassed.  His  subject  was  Hie  wrath 
to  come,_  Md  the  transient  quality  of  human  life  on 
!v  J  „  „ '.  '*®  announced,  in  gradually-increasing 
thunder,    all  shaU  go.    And  loike  the  baseless  fabi^ 
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a  vision,  the  cloud-capped  towen,  the  gomoui  palaces, 
the  solemn  temples,  the  great  globe  itsell—  Yea,  I 
uy,  aU  which  it  inherit  shall  dissolve,  and,  like  this 
insubstantial  payjent  faded,  leave  not  a  rack  behind." 

His  voice  had  fallen  for  the  last  words.  After  a 
dramatic  silence,  he  finished,  in  a  whisper  almost,  and 
with  eyebrows  raised  and  staring  gaie  directed  straight 
at  the  vast  woman  in  yellow:  ''We  are  such  stuff  as 
drames  are  made  on;  and  our  little  life  is  rounded  with 
a  sleep.    May  God  have  mercy  on  us.    Hymn  44a." 

The  eflect  was  terrific.  Hen  sighed  and  women 
wept,  in  relief  that  the  strain  was  past.  Jock  was  an 
orator;  he  wielded  the  orator's  dominion.  Well  he 
knew,  and  well  they  all  knew,  that  not  a  professional 
iwe  Aer  in  the  Five  Towns  could  play  on  a  congrega- 
tion as  he  did.  For  when  Jock  was  roused  you  could 
nigh  see  the  waves  of  emotion  sweeping  across  the  up- 
turned faces  of  his  hearers  Uke  waves  across  a  wheat- 
field  on  a  windy  day. 

And  this  morning  he  hadJ>een  roused. 


:  1-'  I 


VI 

But  in  the  vestry  after  the  service  he  met  enemies, 
in  the  shape  and  flesh  of  the  chapel-steward  and  the 
circuit-steward,  Mr  Brett  and  Mr  Hanks  respectively. 
Both  these  important  officials  were  local  preachers, 
but,  unfortunately,  their  godliness  did  not  protect  them 
against  the  ravages  of  jealousy.  Neither  of  them  could 
stir  a  congregation,  nor  even  fill  a  country  chapel. 

"  Brother  Smith,"  said  Jabez  Hanks,  shutting  the 
door  of  the  vestry.  He  was  a  tall  man  with  a  long, 
greyish  beard  and  no  moustache.  "  Brother  Smith,  it 
is  borne  in  upon  me  and  my  brother  here  to  ask  ye  a 
question." 

"Askl"  said  Jock. 
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"  Were  them  yer  own  words-^bout  cloud-caDued 
tewe«_and  baseless  fabrics  and  the  like?  T  ^^ 

"  And  I  answer  ye  civiUy,  they  were,"  replied  lock 
ously.  Dod's  Beautus  0'  Shakspere.  where  I  find 
T^Te^eT'  ""'^'  *^^"  ^""^  ^  sUge-play'caSd 
^Jock  went  a  little  pale  as  Jabez  Hanks  opened  the 

lightlj^^''  "^^  ^  Shakspere's  words  too,"  said  Jock. 

pected  iV^s"^\^°:  ^*  ^-^Prthome  Chapel,  I  sus- 

"Suspected  what?  " 
pulprtsT"*"''  ^^    '''    '^"°*^    Shakspere    in    our 

i.Z^  ^T?*  \  "*"  1"°*^  "»  a  sennon?    Why. 

fcS!^'  '''^  ''^^^'^  >'^  'l-*^  Matthew  Hen^^ 

"Ye've  never  heard  me  quote  a  staee-nlav  in  , 

to^'terin'"^^^?."'^^'^'''""'  "  ^^'  ^ 
!.'  JI^"^  "?  "  Jock  put  in  defiantly. 

isl  "  IlL^,  if  ^^  °^  ^^^  ^I^'^  *«"P'«:  «»at's  what  it 
il-  •'w  "^  contmued.  "  Ye  make  out  as  ye're 
against  stage-plays  at  the  Fair,  and  yet  ye  come  here^d 
mouth  'em  m  a  Christian  pulpitf    You  aeren  st^e 

fh'tJ^LT^t*/^  ^«^°  "^"^  the'o^To  oS 

them  truUs,  Fnday  night-?      And  weren't  ye  s^ 

peeping  through  th'  canvas  last  night?    And  now-!^ 

Now  what?  "  Jock  inquired,  approaching  Jabez  on 

f^^°X'  If"  'l"^  "P  ^*  Jabe^  W  hekht 
Jabez   took   breath.     "  Now  ye   bring   yer   £ 

— ^mt^the  House  o'  God./vou^  i^^^T^ 
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darK;f  tvT*'^*  inteiTupted  the  sentence  with  his 
daiMg  fist,  which  seemed  to  Uft  Jabez  from  the  cround 

<^A  ^i  **"?  *  sackcontaining  loose'^'bones^^ 
A  good-day  to  ye,  Brother  Brett."  said  Tock 
^c^^or  his  hat,  and  departing  with 'a  Tm  oWe 

He  emerged  at  the  back  of  the  chapel  and  got  by 

^t^^"*"^^  ."**"  ^^"^  Street,  up  which  he 
strolled  with  a  fine  show  of  tranquillitV,  L  far  m  the 

S^Dral^n'"^";  Road  whereltood^^d  s"n^  '^ 
great  Dragon  Hotel.    The  congregations  of  severaJ 

^  nt^^J^f  *u  '^"*'  ^^^'^  of  his  own  audi- 
^ce.  Then  suddenly  he  saw  Mrs  Clowes  and  her  four 
chil^en  enter  Uie  tap-room  door  of  the  D™ 

fiotS:  Siiiror^' "' '°"°"''  ""^  ^^"^^^^^ 

The  tap-room  was  fairly  full  of  boA  spxps  R„t 
among  them  Jock  and  M,^  ClowS  a^d  h^^£ 
were  the  only  persons  who  had  been  to  churSorXS 

bl„sh£?oMT^ts""*^^''"    ^^    -'^Pe-d. 

were  aJl  on  us  dying  of  thirst Four  ri^  aTa 

pmt.  please!  "    (This  to  the  tapster.)    "''^  «^  ^<*  » 
And  give  me  a  pint,"  said  Jock,  desperately. 

takeSfhffi'^°^/^°^'>^-  Thataii^ther^ould 
take  her  children  mto  a  public-house  and  give  them 
beer,  and  on  a  Sunday  of  all  days,  and  im^diatdv 
after  a  sermon!  That  a  local  prea^er  shoX?S 
^S^JrV^  ^  '^'  S^-P^'^"'  ^d  there  K^e 
2^tJl^?^  ^^y^'^u,  '^'^  phenomena  were  simS 
and  totally  mconceivable!    And  yet  Tock  was  iiTn^ 

^m.^V'^r*  ^^*^  '^^  them.ViSinctwPt 
them!    And  m  spite  of  her  enormiti^.  Mis  Clow^tS 
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stouck  him  as  a  most  agreeable,  decent,  kindly,  motheriv 
wonu^uite  apart  from  her  handsom^'.^     Sd 
her  ofcpnng,  each  hidden  to  the  eyes  behind  i  iC 
were  a  veiy  well-behaved  lot  of  children  ^' 

"aJJ^^I^"  «'^'"  ^^  **''  Clow    ,  quaffing. 
„~'?./*  need  summat  to  keep  ye  up  in  thwe  daw 

w  ^^  «  ^^  ""*  °"e  of  these  children  got  to  b^ 
W^e^fi'^^h'Tilf^^"-  ?-tIwasdetfn2Lit2 
I  ^nti  vi^^}  this  monii,^.  And  not  sony  I  am 
1  went  I  Eh,  mester,  what  a  Vireinius  you'd  ha'  madi.  t 
mu'*^?"  '"^  "'^'^  likeT^not"^"^  it  S^d 
"Ana*yfcull*ne*er  hear  'anything  like  it*  acli^ 

..  i;*^'  °*y'     *^  Clowes  deprecated. 
"  Ani  »  t'?^'**'"^.,"'^  "^J  sermon,"  said  Jock  again. 
And  if  I've  saved  a  soul  wi' it,  missis  .       !  ••    He 
looted  at  her  steadily  and  then  drank 

towerig'ffe^.  "  ^  '^^'^■*'"  ^^^  ^rs  Clowes. 


VII 

Rather  less  than  a  week  later,  on  a  darkening  ni«rht 

S  i?v*?^l°^  1.^"S'^y  "y  «»«  MoorthomeSd 
^  tt.^^^    Axe-m-the-Moors,  which  is  the  metropohs 

from  Derbyshire.  This  van  was  the  last  of  Mis  CloS 
c^vai^rai,  and  ahnost  the  last  to  leave  the  F^ 
Owmg  to  popular  interest  in  the  events  \rfW-S: 
Venture's  public  career,  in  whose  meshes  MrTaiow* 

lo^«  ^H'^^°"i*°y  °*^*'  '^"»'  ^n^J  had  kept  oSn 
m^fv^  "^^  ""'^  "^Ph*^  ^d  taken  fir  more 
money.    The  other  vans  of  the  stout  lady's  enterprise 
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her  giandSiffi  tSh.^**  **"'  children-in-law  and 

herself,  from  habk  i^n^K*"*u''*'  °^  *»^^«» 
her  pr;H:esS.n  S  of  a  toS^^""«5*  "P  "»«  "'^  of 
Jeisnrefy  marmer  o  ^ttLgTti  Celr''^'*  .'?^' 
for  water,  ground-SDacrfnH  «♦!  "^  authorities 
modi.es,  leff  .er  seT^nSTe^  b^S^^d  h'r'S'  «""- 

road  in  tl,!^  d^vl^!l^l    ^J^S^-i'i^  ."P?n.%  . 
and  about^g^'^ -^a"t?X'^ 'r^^ 
aCaTtKS?,^^^^^^^*^-  »^bS 

were  sleS^^   ll^ri^*  °^  ^'^  ^'"^^^^ 

her  right  hand  and  a  sh^hh-T^'       ^^  ^^  ^'^  *»«» 
left  &nd     Th^i^t^Zl'F^^''?V'^^^^^^ 

And  the  season  was  LtyeTo^fSfoLt'r^^^^ 
in  those  days  '        'O**  **>*  hardier 
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Mrs  Clowes's  voice  rehearsing  the  grandiloquence  of  the 
part  of  Duicibel. 

And  then  there  was  another  sound,  which  Mrs  Clowes 
did  not  notice  until  it  had  been  repeated  several  times; 
the  ay  of  a  human  voice  out  on  the  road: 
"  Missis  I " 

She  opened  wide  the  doors  of  the  van  and  looked 
prudently  forth.  Naturally,  inevitably,  Jock-at-a- 
Venture  was  trudging  alongside,  level  with  the  hoise's 
taUI  He  stepped  nimbly— he  was  a  fine  walker— but 
none  the  less  his  breath  came  short  and  quick,  for  he 
had  been  making  haste  up  a  steepish  hill  in  order  to 
overtime  the  van.  And  he  carried  a  bundle  and  a  stick 
.  in  hjs  hands,  and  on  his  head  a  superb  but  heavy  beaver  * 
hat. 

'•I'm  going  your  way,  missis,"  said  Jock. 
Seemingly,"  agreed  Mrs  Clowes,  with  due  caution. 
Canst  gi'  us  a  lift?  "  he  asked. 
"  And  welcome,"  she  said,  her  face  changing  like  a 
flash  to  suit  the  words.  ^  -e  *^    * 

"Nay,  ye  needna'  stop!  "  shouted  Jock. 
In  an  instant  he  had  leapt  easily  up  into  the  van 
and  was  seated  by  her  side  therein  on  the  children's  stool. 
That  s  a  hat— to  travel  in!  "  observed  Mrs  Clowes 
Jock  removed  the  hat,  examined  it  lovingly  and 
replaced  it.  ^  •' 

"  I  couldn't  ha'  left  it  behind,"  said  he,  with  a  sigh, 
and  contmued  rapidly  in  another  voice:  "Missis  we'n 
seen  a  pretty  good  lot  o'  each  other  this  wik,  and  yet  ye 
shps  off  o'this'n,  without  saying  good-bye,  nor  a  word 
about  yer  soul!  " 

Mrs  Clowes  heaved  her  enormous  breast  and  shook 
the  reins. 

"I've  had  my  share  of  trouble,"  she  remarked 
m)rstenously. 

"  Tell  me  about  it,  missis!  " 

And  lo!  in  a  moment,  lured  on  by  his  smile,  she  was 
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tellmg  him  quite  familiarly  about  the  aUments  of  her 
younger  children,   the  escapades  of  her  unWrri^ 

m-law,  the  buddmg  dishonesty  of  the  other,  the  oerS 
of  mfant  Me.  and  the  need  of  repaintii?  tie  bi/^ 

f^S^^tJ^.."**  P*"*""^  ^°^  the  frontif Ihe  K^ 
Indeed,  all  the  worries  of  a  queen  of  the  roadi 

"And  I'm  so  fat!  »  she  said,  "and  vpt  I'm  n„f 

forty,  and  shan't  be  for  two  ye^-^d'r  J^^T 

.'.'  J.'^owed  itl  "  Jock  exclaimed. 
If  I  wasn't  such  a  heap  o'  fl^— " 

•  .«  Zfv*'/^'^'^^.?^ft*^'^es''^I«var  set  eyes 
oft.  *id1  m  felling  ye!  "  Jock  interrupted  her. 
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VIII 

Infu  £^"  r'it  <l^«»>certing  sounds  out  in  th- 
world   beyond   the   van.    The   horee  stopped     "^e 

K  fi^""""  ^r  ^^l"^  °P"°  fr""*  witho^and  a 
S^™ff  TiT*^  white  eyes  in  a  black  face.  fiUed  the 
doorway  The  van  had  passed  through  the  min^ 
village  of  Moorthome.  and  this  was  one  of  the  nS? 

t^  w^^**  busmess  in  the  night  they  did  not  troubfc 
to  wash  theu'  faces  after  work.    The  coal-dust  was  a 

T^?^  '^^  !**  *?"'"•  ^•'^  "  8»^«  them  a  m^  ^f^ 
resemblance  to  the  devil  ™ 

''iV*fc  i°^  t"  f^^*^''  '^°^'''  astounded. 
Ay,  lad!     said  Jock,  briefly. 

«.nf^f  T?'^*  ^f  "f^^"^  "  '''"^  "^der  the  chin  that 
sent  him  flying  mto  the  obscurity  of  the  night  Otto 
voices  sounded  in  the  road.  Jo4  rushed  to  the  dS^ 
way,  taking  a  p«tol  from  his  racket.    And  Mrs  Clowes 
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all  dithering  Mke  a  jell^.  heard  shots.  The  hoise  started 
into  a  gallop.  The  reins  escaped  from  the  hands  of  the 
mistress,  but  Jock  secured  them,  and  lashed  the  hmse 
to  greater  speed  with  the  loose  ends  of  them. 

"  I've  saved  thee,  missis!  "  he  said  later.  "  I  give 
him  a  regular  lifter  imder  the  gob,  same  as  I  give  Jabez, 
Sunday.  But  where's  the  sense  of  a  lone  woman 
wandering  about  dark  roads  of  a  night  wi'  a  pack  of 
childer?  .  .  .  Them  childer  'ud  ha'  slept  throu^  th' 
battle  o'  Trafalgar,"  he  added. 

Mrs  Clowes  wept. 

"  Well  may  you  say  it!  "  she  murmured.  "  And 
it's  not  the  first  time  as  I've  been  set  on  I  " 

"  Thou'rt  nowt  but  a  girl,  for  all  thy  flesh  and  thy 
grandchilder!  "  said  Jock.  "  Dry  thy  eyes,  or  I'll  dry 
'em  for  thee!  " 

She  smiled  in  her  weeping.  It  was  an  invitation  to 
him  to  carry  out  his  threat. 

And  while  he  was  drying  her  eyes  for  her,  she  asked : 

"  How  far  are  ye  going?    Axe?  " 

"  Ay!  And  beyond!  Can  I  act,  I  ask  ye?  Can  I 
fight,  I  ask  ye  ?  Can  ye  do  without  me,  I  a^  ye,  you  a 
lone  woman?    And  yer  soul,  as  is  mine  to  save?  " 

"  But  that  business  o'  yours  at  Bursley?  " 

"  Here's  my  bundle,"  he  said,  "  and  here's  my  best 
hat.  And  I've  money  and  a  pistol  in  my  pocket.  The 
only  thing  I've  'eanfoigot  is  my  comet;  but  I'll  send 
for  it  and  I'll  play  it  at  my  wedding.  I'm  Jock-at-a- 
VentuiB." 

And  while  the  van  was  rumbling  in  the  dark  night 
across  the  waste  and  savage  moorlaud,  and  while  the 
children  were  sleeping  hard  at  the  back  of  the  van,  and 
while  the  crockery  was  restlessly  clinking  in  the  racks 
and  the  lamp  swajdng,  and  while  he  held  the  reins,  the 
thin,  lithe,  greying  man  contrived  to  take  into  his  arms 
the  vast  and  amiable  creature  whom  he  desired.  And 
the  van  became  a  vehicle  of  high  romance. 


THE  HEROISM  OF 
THOMAS  GHADWICK 


"I-JAVE  you  heard  about  Tommy  Chadwick?  " 
•«  «   .t**"®  8°^P  asked  another  in  Bursley.       ,  , 

"  He's  a  tram-conductor  now." 
This  information  occasioned  surprise,  as  it  was 
meant  to  do,  the  expression  on  the  faces  of  both  gossips 
indicating  a  pleasant  curiosity  as  to  what  Tommy  Chad- 
wick would  be  doing  next. 

Thomas  Chadwick  was  a  "  character  "  in  the  Five 
Towns,  and  of  a  somewhat  imusual  sort.  "  Characters  " 
in  the  Five  Towns  are  generally  either  very  grim  or 
veiy  jolly,  either  exceptionally  shrewd  or  exceptionally 
simple;  and  they  nearly  ahvays,  in  their  outward  as- 
pect, depart  from  the  conventional.  Chadwick  was  not 
thus.  Aged  fifty  or  so,  he  was  a  portly  and  ceremonious 
man  with  an  official  gait.  He  had  been  a  policeman  in 
his  youth,  and  he  never  afterwards  ceased  to  look  like 
a  policeman  in  plain  clothes.  The  authoritative  mien 
of  the  policeman  refused  to  quit  his  face.  Yet,  beneath 
that  mien,  few  men  (of  his  size)  were  less  capable  of 
exerting  authority  than  Chadwick.  He  was,  at 
bottom,  a  weak  fellow.  He  knew  it  himself,  and 
everybody  knew  it.  He  had  left  the  police  force  be- 
cause he  considered  that  the  strain  was  beyond  his 
strength.  He  had  the  constitution  of  a  she-ass,  and 
the  cahn,  terrific  appetite  of  an  elephant ;  but  he  main- 
tained that  night  duty  in  January  was  too  much  for 
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I^ii  J?t^^S  twsnty-seven.  with  a  wife  and  two 
•maU  prb.  He  abandoned  the  uniform  with  diJJ^ 
He  did  everything  with  dimity     He  loolcwT/nr  « 

£!^°"  ^"^^^y-  sawlS^wife^d  cESSren  go 
hu^  w.^  di^ty.  and  even  went  short  hiniself  ^S 
Si'  "*  ~«t"''«"y  got  fatter,  waxing  on  m^ 
fortune  And -another  curious  thinV-The  cotS 
always  bring  out.  when  advisable,  a  sWninTsd?  of 

^dy^^hrhTL^d"""*""*  "^'^  •"•*  '»•'  ^^  ^  - 

poli2.ni'  tS  "ouat-th?S'trr  'll 
«mnotseU  it  in  other  markets.  PeoKdCciSd! 
wick  was  a  foo  to  lea.e  the  police  force     He  was^J 

What  he  wanted  was  a  position  of  trust   a  oosS 

:tTorJ!^  """^^  ■•"  '^"^"^  fr"""^  bu?TS 
pky  of  porthness.  majesty  and  incorruptibiUty.    Such 
^Uons  are  not  easy  to  discover.    Employed  had  S 
paxtKubx  objection  to  porthness,  majesty  and^- 
comiptibihty  but  as  a  rule  they  demanded  somethiSf 
else  mto   he  bargam     Chadwick's  fct  situation^ 
his  defection  from  the  police  was  that  of  night  ^tct 
mM  m  an  earthenware  manufactory  down  by  Ihe^a^ 
at  Shawport.    He  accepted  it  regretfulirand  h^S 
dechned  to  see  the  irony  of  fate^in  forci^ig  sud,  aS 
on  a  man  who  consaentiously  objected  to  night  du^ 
He  did  not  mamtain  this  post  long,  and  hisSm  to 
^ng^Ltupwerekeptada^ksedet.    W  SlS 
Chadwick  s  natural  tendency  to  sleep  at  night  had  been 
taken  amiss  by  his  master. 

^ff-wJ^^^^f™^?-  ^*  "^^"^  *^°'«'»  transformation 
l^n  t^^°™«f  on.  outvying  the  legendary  chame^ 
Iwn.  He  was  a  tobacconist,  a  park-keeper.  T^t 
coUector  a  commission  agent,  a  clerk.  an^W  cleA 
still  another  clerk,  a  sweetstuff  seller,  a  ted  Si 
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But  he  was  nothiiu?  Inm,     Ttf         .       ."anbndge. 
changes  vrcre  in^HoKi    ^'^     ■"**  explanations  of  his 

the  m^Lyr^p,iSisW^^i"i?  he  happenedTor 
safe  of  rock-baJlTKSuv^T  ^"^"^f  ^  ^^ 

ancient  institnfinn   .-«  ...u-  u       ~  "«ppenea  to  be  an 

somewhat  spectarukT^M  •    h^  ^  T?  ^"^y*  **  ^is 

com^toZt.'''  '"''  "  t^m-conductor.    Things  had 
miles  of  line  i^^T*p^ti^™-<=°n«l»':to«  and  eight 

a  conductor^SLSrZr^ll^^'^^y  i"  "•  and 
since  the  Bn^^e3^!f.  *^*"  *  «"™be>-.  But 
vaded  the  FiveTo^^  LJT  '\  Company  had  in- 
company'and  co2t^ct^dnt™'V  ';'*''''^^  J°"» 
J  u  cveiyming,   and  raised  prices,   and 
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aboHriiedKMoo  tickets,  and  quickened  wrvices.  and 
buUt  hundred,  of  car.  and  engaged  hundred.  Vf  <^ 
h^f^r^**  **°  *  tram-conductor  had  been  natiht 
bjU  an  unhuman  automaton  in  a  vast  mach3e 

2Se'°^ndu^o'«'^'^"  "°  '«'««'  ^'^  ^ 

and  toe  rmgmg  of  bells  and  the  ejacS„  of  tSS 
names.  He  was  never  meant  by  nature  to  be  part  of  a 
system.  Goeaips  hoped  for  the  best.  Tlwtcffick 
at  his  age  and  w^th  his  girth,  had  been  aWe,  inWrex- 
trenuty,  to  obtain  a  conductorship  was  prci,f  th^t  he 
^?r^^Z«  influences  to  bear  in  h%h  quaK  X.1 
'2&^  'Jiadeccnduct,rcf««>  of  hva  caJs  that  rS 

^  oi  o^^^n*^'  ''f  r"  ?""'^y  ^"'^  Moorthomt 
b^v  L^th  r^^  °^  Moorthome  he  was  still  some- 
™r^'*^  ,^!  "^'^  **™  "St  one  to  two  that  persons 
who  trayeUed  by  car  from  or  to  Moorthome  iT^ 
^„.r  „*  Tif  *'"  "^  °*  '^°"^  Chadwick.  re. 
Sf^il.,/  ?^"1?  *  ^  ^  '^*1"«  »nd  stupendous. 
frL^  K -1"*  ^«n  signalling  "full  speed ^ead" 
from  the  bndge  of  an  Atlantic  liner. 


n 

Chadwick;s  hours  aboard  his  Atlantic  liner  were  m 
long  as  to  mterfere  seriously,  not  only  with  his  leisure 
but  with  hjs  political  activities.    And  this  irked  Wr^^e 

W  P  ^T  "^^^^  extremely  agitated  and  interest 
mg     People  became  politicians  who  had  never  bTen 

&S,'f°''-  ^'^%  '1"^"°°  ^^^-  whether  the 
Five  Towns,  bemg  aheady  one  town  in  practice,  should 
not  become  one  town  in  theory-indeed,  the  twelfth 
largest  town  in  the  United  Kingdom!    And  thlS 
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Sir  ssScir*",^'*."'^? .*»  ^'-ti.^^- 

tioni»t.    Chadwkk  w,^ufmtn„  "♦r'***    »n«-Fedeia. 

and  he  asked  wSr  "  ^M  '^""^n^ /ears  and  more; 
identity  merety  KuL-  H^ibrX^.  ^^  ^^  '»*  »»*' 

ject,  and  feeling weTJ^Jfu,.^"''  "n  the  sub- 
rosettesof  diSt  c2S,T^  ''".".f.  ^'"5'  ^'J''  and 
in  the  streets.  Sno  C  buT^f  *^""""  '"'^  ^''''^ker 
new  prevented  n^emte«  of  ^ An^"^  *'"'*  °^  P""^**- 
brealdng  each  otheTn'L^'  i?  StTkeT^Si^  '"'" 
.    .  .Now  w.  B. certain  Tufisdav  afJ.l^  J^WV^  •  .  .  • 
Tommy  Chad^nckW  stS^v^t^T"  '"  •.'P'^ 
Gmservative  Club,   to  dS  fTiS^'^uPP*^'*"  *^« 
Tommy  Chadwicksto«1  in  f^-        Mporthome.    And 
form.    ThTdri^er  aT!"'*"J^P°^""e«°ntheplat- 
lit.nt  of^e^''•^''5^"°^;fy^^of  couneatthe 

could  not  useTunta  Tommt  A'^  *^^  P*'^"'"'  »>«*  he 
n>iMion;    and  8^eh^'"^y  Chadwick  gave  him  per- 

seem«,■toin3icS"t7im'S^acr'^  ''*'**^' 
TTiere  ^  not  a  soul  in  the  car 

for  her.  He  gavSer  a  J^^?!^  *°  C'«<1^'*  to^wSt 
deferential,  asTto  f  v  ^Vi  ^^  "™' «ndly  and  yet 
are  in  the  C£  of  a  ^nSth.'^'.;?''".'  *^™'"  You 
is  due  to  yoitf^noskZ^  °t^*  '^°'''''>  ^^^  ^<^  what 

youreachire^e^SmasS^H"*- ?^"  ^t^y  *^««  *"J 
for  failing  to  ke^j  time^  ^''^*'^'=^  ^°^  1^  "tuation 

ThomiSd'SS°^ayer"PK"*[^^^*'>  *''«<=«•    And 

his  officii'^pTo\r;iS7dt&^ 

glance  seemed  to  teL^r,^  f  '^"^^'^  s*eep;  and  his 

see  what  l^ppens  whe^%^  ^^  ^°f^"^'  "  Th^'-e.  you 
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For  Un  Clayton  Vernon  really  was  a  penomure  in 
the  town-perhap«.K)cially.  the  leading  personal  A 
widow  pOTty  as  Tommy  himself,  wealthy,  ^th  a 
amUy  tiaditkm  behind  her.  and  the  true  gnJd  Zmer 
m  eveor  gesture  I  Her  entertainmenU  at  her  house  at 
Hillport  wwe  unsurpassed,  and  those  who  had  been 
invited  to  them  seldom  forgot  to  mention  the  fact 

S^'AP*"*"!.""*  ^"•'J'  staggered,  was  nevertheless 
staggered  to  see  her  travefiing  by  car  to  Moorthome- 
even  m  his  car,  which  to  him  in  some  subtle  way  was 
not  Uke  common  cars-for  she  was  seldom  seen  abroad 
-'^i  v"lv'*f  «»'™«e-  She  kept  two  horses.  As- 
•uredly  both  noises  must  be  laid  up  together,  or  her 
^  j^  "?•  A?yh°w.  there  she  was,  in  Thomas's  car 
splendidly  dressed  in  a  new  spring  gown  of  flowered  silk. 

..v^TtT  ^°":  ft  ^^  ''^^  ^^''^"y  t°  Chadwick.  in 
acknowledgment  of  his  assistance. 

Then  three  men  of  no  particular  quality  mounted 
the  car. 

"  How  do.  Tommy?  "  one  of  them  carelessly  greeted 
«ie  august  conductor.  This  impertinent  youth  was 
Paul  Ford,  a  sohator's  clerk,  who  often  went  to  Moor- 
thmne  because  lus  employer  had  a  branch  office  there. 
open  twice  a  week. 

Tommy  did  not  respond,  but  rather  showed  his  dis- 
pleasure. He  hated  to  be  called  Tommy,  except  by  a 
few  mtimate  coevals. .  j>        y<-  ^y  »■ 

!!»?u.*^'  ^''^  "P-  P'«*^'  "  J»«  said  coldly. 
Ri|[ht  oh!  your  majesty."  said  another  of  the  men, 
and  they  all  three  laughed. 

What  was  still  worse,  they  all  three  wore  the  Fedeta- 
tioniBt  rosette,  which  was  red  to  the  bull  in  Thomas 
Oiadwick.  It  was  port  of  Tommy's  poUtical  creed  that 
Federationists  were  the  "  rag,  tag,  and  bob-tail  "  of  the 
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^'.r^^^  M  he  was  a  tmm-conductor,  though  not  an 
^dmwy  tram-conductor,  his  mouth  wai  seated?  «d  hS 

IkT  J  h  J"'  P<««n«ers  what  he  thought  of  Cm 
rki^n  w  he  was  about  to  puU  the  starting  beU.  Mn 
f^*4?  Vemon  sprang  up  with  a  httle  "  OhJ  v^  quJte 
y  tingi  and  ahnost  darted  out  of  the  iar  It^Si 
not  quite  a  dart,  for  she  was  of  fuU  haWt  but  ThJ 
alacnty  of  her  movement  was  astoSbhiSJ  She  mi? 
have  forgotten  something  ytry  impoS 

An  Idea  m  the  nature  of  a  political  anrument  sud- 

•*ir^' .  .      ^^  obliged:  to  let    t  out.    To  the  wind, 
a  iSUKJS;^  ^""^  »  *"-  comS.?«^2 

tion"^M«''^?jr'''v  •  ^'^'"^  ^  *"»^  in  the  dire> 
S^  tl^^H^^r^"  y*™""  '^'^  P^^^'^y  additissing 
«  ">«e  Federationist  passengers,  "  she's  a  lady  ^e^ 

'>«i' company— and  qutte  nght  loo,  I  say  /  " 

»^J^^  K  *  *  J?*  '*.f  - -'^  **^^  <="•    H«  f-lt  himself  ri-hlv 

majMty     and  the  sneering  laughter 

b„t  m^M/"°'"^  ^"'''^'^  veiy  visibly  at  his  companions 
but  made  no  answering  remark.    And  ThomMc3 

his  hands  this  operation  became  a  rite  HiTcMtMnS 
seemed  to  say,  "  No  one  ever  appre^tedX,!mS^ 
wl'^t  '^*r°'  t^-«^d"ctor'!ln'S'lTmt 
J«nd  who.  '""'"^?^  solemnly  and  meticulously. 

Mmd  what  money  you  give  me,  count  yom-  change  wd 

twVr'/f  *™y'  "'  '^"^'^^  ^  in<tepen3ticS 
that  I  hand  to  you.    Do  you  hear  the  ting  of  mv  teU? 
It  "s  asign  of  my  high  office.    I  am  fuUyS^d  " 
When  he  had  taken  his  toU  he  sto<^  at  Uiedwr  of 

Sn-T'  "^^^  "^  °°^  J'''«°«  ^d  climbii^  pLTthe 
oop-hne  railway  station,  and  continued  h^d^Ko 
the  company  about  the  aristocratic  and  «dS^x? 
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cellences  of  his  friend  Mrs  Clayton  Vemon.  He  pro- 
ceeded to  explain  the  demerits  and  wickedness  of  federa- 
tion, and  to  descant  on  the  absurdity  of  those  who 
publicly  wore  the  rosettes  of  the  Federation  party,  thus 
branding  themselves  as  imbeciles  and  knaves;  in  fact, 
lus  tongue  was  loosed.  Although  he  stooped  to  accept 
the  wages  of  a  tram-conductor,  he  was  not  going  to 
sacrifice  the  great  pohtical  right  of  absolutely  free  speech. 
"  If  I  wasn't  the  most  good-natured  man  on  earth, 
Tommy  Chadwick,"  said  Paul  Ford,  "  I  should  write 
to  the  tram  company  to-night,  and  you'd  get  the  boot 
to-morrow." 

^_  "All  I  say  is,"  persisted  the  singular  conductor- 
all  I  say  is— she's  a  lady,  she  is— a  regular  real  lady! 
She  chooses  her  company— and  quite  right  too!  That 
I  do  say,  and  nobody's  going  to  stop  my  mouth."  His 
manner  was  the  least  in  the  world  heated. 

"  What's  that?  "  asked  Paul  Ford,  with  a  sudden 
start,  not  mquiring  what  Thomas  Chadwick's  mouth 
was,  but  pointing  to  an  object  which  was  lying  on  the 
seat  in  the  comer  which  Mrs  Clayton  Vemon  had  too 
briefly  occupied. 

He  rose  and  picked  up  the  object,  which  had  the 
ghtter  of  gold. 

"  Give  it  here,"  said  Thomas  Chadwick,  command- 
mgly.  "  It's  none  of  your  business  to  touch  findings  in 
my  car ;  "  and  he  snatched  the  object  from  Paul  Ford's 
hands. 

It  was  so  brilliant  and  so  obviously  costly,  however, 
that  he  was  somehow  obliged  to  share  the  wonder  of  it 
with  his  passengers.  The  find  levelled  all  distinctions 
between  them.  A  purse  of  gold  chain-work,  it  indis- 
creetly revealed  that  it  was  gorged  with  riches.  When 
you  shook  it  the  rustle  of  banknotes  was  heard,  and  the 
chink  of  sovereigns,  and  through  the  meshes  of  the  puree 
could  be  seen  the  white  of  valuable  paper  and  the  tawny 
orange  discs  for  which  mankind  is  so  i«ady  to  commit 
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all  sorts  of  sin.  Thomas  Chadw-V  could  not  forbear 
to  open  the  contrivance,  and  '•.-.viug  opened  it  he  could 
not  forbear  to  count  its  cont  nt<^.  Th°rf  /ere,  in  that 
purse,  seven  five-pound  nott ;,  6  f teen  sc  »ereigns,  and 
half  a  sovereign,  and  the  purse  itself  ••.,'?  rrobably  worth 
twelve  or  fifteen  pounds  as  mere  gold. 

"  There's  some  that  would  leave  their  heads  behind 
'em  if  they  could!  "  observed  Paul  Ford. 

Thomas  Chadwick  glowered  at  him,  as  if  to  warn 
him  that  in  the  presence  of  Thomas  Chadwick  noble 
dames  could  not  be  insulted  with  impunity. 

"  Didn't  I  say  she  was  a  lady?  "  said  Chadwick, 
holding  up  the  purse  as  proof.  "  It's  lucky  it's  me  as 
has  laid  hands  on  it!  "  he  added,  plainly  implying  that 
the  other  occupants  of  the  car  were  thieves  whenever 
they  had  the  chance. 

"  WeU,"  said  Paul  Ford,  "  no  doubt  you'll  get  your 
reward  all  right!  " 

"It's  not—"  Chadwick  began;  but  at  that 
moment  the  driver  stopped  the  car  with  a  jerk,  m  obedi- 
ence to  a  waving  umbrella.  The  conductor,  who  had 
not  yet  got  what  would  have  been  his  sea-legs  if  he  had 
been  captain  of  an  Atlantic  liner,  lurched  forward,  and 
then  went  out  on  to  the  platform  to  greet  a  new  fare, 
and  his  sentence  was  never  finished. 


':!     \  \ 


III 

That  day  happened  to  be  the  day  of  Thomas  Chadwick's 
afternoon  off;  at  least,  of  what  the  tram  company 
called  an  afternoon  off.  That  is  to  say,  instead  of  ceas- 
ing work  at  eleven-thirty  p.m.  he  finished  at  six-thirty 
p.m.  In  the  ordinary  way  the  company  housed  its  last 
Moorthome  car  at  eleven-thirty  (Moorthome  not  being 
a  very  nocturnal  village),  and  gave  the  conductors  the 
rest  of  the  evening  to  spend  exactly  as  they  liked; 
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but  once  a  week,  in  turn,  it  generously  allowed  them 
a  complete  afternoon  beginning  at  six-thirty 

♦«.  ^-^  ""  ^/"^™?°°'  "^^"^^  °f  goW  home  for 
tea,  Thomas  Chadwick,  havmg  delivered  over  his  insiimia 
and  takmgs  to  the  inspector  in  Bursley  market-pkce. 
rushed  away  towards  a  car  bound  for  Hillport.  A 
poUceman  called  out  to  him: 

"  Hil  Chadwick!  " 

"  What's  up?  "  asked  Chadwick.  unwillingly  stop- 

"  Mrs  Clayton  Vernon's  been  to  the  station  an  hour 
ago  or  hardly,  about  a  purse  as  she  says  she  thinks  she 
must  have  left  m  your  car.  I  was  just  comimj  across  to 
tell  your  mspector."  ^^ 

"Tell  him,  then,  my  lad,"  said  Chadwick,  curtly, 
and  humed  on  towards  the  Hillport  car.    His  manner 
to  poUcemen  always  mingled  the  veteian  with  the  com- 
rade, and  most  of  them  indeed  regaivied  him  as  an  initi- 
ate of  the  craft.    Still,  his  behaviour  on  this  occasion 
did  somewhat  surprise  the  young  poHceman  who  had 
accosted  hmi.    And  undoubtedly  Thomas  Chadwick 
^  scarcelyjacting  according  to  the  letter  of  the  law 
His  proper  duty  was  to  hand  over  all  articles  found  iii 
ius  car  mstaatly  to  the  pohce-certainly  not  to  keep 
them  concealed  on  his  person  with  a  view  to  restoring 
them  with  his  own  hands  to  their  owners.    But  Thomas 
Chadwick  felt  that,  having  once  been  a  policeman  he 
was  at  hberty  to  interpret  the  law  to  suit  his  own  ron- 
vemence.    He  caught  .the  Hillport  car,  and  nodded  the 
proiessional  nod  to  its  conductor,  asking  him  a  technical 
question  and  generaUy  showing  to  the  other  passengers 
on  the  platform  that  he  was  not  as  they,  and  that  hehad 
important  official  privileges.    Of  course,  he  traveUed 
free;  and  of  course  he  stopped  the  car  when,  its  con- 
ductor being  mside,  two  ladies  signalled  to  it  at  the 
bottom  of  Oldcastle  Street.    He  had  meant  to  say 
nothing  whatever  about  his  treasure  and  his  enand  to 
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the  other  conductor;  but  somehow,  when  fares  had 
been  duly  collected,  and  these  two  stood  chatting  on  the 
platform,  the  gold  purse  got  itself  into  the  conversation, 
and  presently  the  other  conductor  knew  the  entire 
history,  and  had  even  had  a  glimpse  of  the  purse 
itself. 

Opposite  the  entrance  to  Mrs  Clayton  Vernon's 
grounds  at  Hillport  Thomas  Chadwick  slipped  neatly, 
for  all  his  vast  bulk,  off  the  swiftly-glidu^  car.  (A 
conductor  on  a  car  but  not  on  duty  woiSd  sooner  perish 
by  a  heavy  fall  than  have  a  car  stopped  in  order  that 
he  might  descend  from  it.)  And  Thomas  Chadwick 
heavily  crunched  the  gravel  of  the  drive  leading  up  to 
Mrs  Clayton  Vernon's  house,  and  imperiously  rang  the 
bell. 

"  Mrs  Clayton  Vernon  in?  "  he  officially  asked  the 
responding  servant. 

"  She's  in,"  said  the  servant.  Had  Thomas  Chad- 
wick been  wearing  his  broadcloth  she  would  probably 
have  added  "  sir." 

"  Well,  will  you  please  tell  her  that  Mr  Chadwick— 
Thomas  Oiadwick — wants  to  speak  to  her?  " 

"  Is  it  about  the  purse?  "  the  servant  questioned, 
suddenly  brightening  into  eager  curiosity. 

"Never  you  mind  what  it's  about,  miss,"  said 
Thomas  Chadwick,  sternly. 

At  the  same  moment  Mrs  Clayton  Vernon's  grey- 
curled  head  appeared  behind  the  white  cap  of  the  ser- 
vant. Probably  she  had  happened  to  catdi  some  echo 
of  Thomas  Chadwick's  great  rolling  voice.  The  servant 
retired. 

"Good-evening,  m'm,"  said  Thomas  Chadwick, 
raising  his  hat  ainly.    "  Good-evening."    He  beamed. 

"  So  you  did  ftad  it? "  said  Mrs  Vemon,  calmly 
smiling.    "  I  felt  sure  it  would  be  all  right." 

"Oh,  yes,  m'm."  He  tried  to  persuade  himself 
that  this  sublime  confidence  was  characteristic  of  great 
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ladies,  and  a  budable  symptom  of  aristocracy     But  he 

^  ht^'J?f  ^^  ^^  °^  *  conductor  less  honourable 
toan  himseM.  of  a  common  conductor,  the  pune  miifht 
not  have  been  so  "  all  right  "  as  all  that!    hT  v3d 

f^'^"S'd«  "'^r  *'^  changerMrs  VeSs 
a^T^  ^  desperate  anxiety  to  glad  relief.  After 
ail,  £30,  los.  was  money,  however  rich  you  were! 

Have  you  got  it  with  you?  »  asked  Mrs  Vemon. 

Yes'm,"  said  he.  "  I  thought  I'd  iust  ster,  ,.n 
with  It  myself,  so  as  to  be  sure."  ^  ^    ^ 

"  It's  very  good  of  you!  " 

..  T  l^u  **  ^'1  ^^  ^^'  ^^  he  produced  the  purse 

I  think  you'll  find  it  as  it  should  be."  "^^  P'lrse. 

^^Mrs  Vemon  gave  him  a  courtly  smile  as  she  thanked 

^2^'^  ^^  ^^  *"  *=°'^*  "'   ma'am,"  said   Chad- 
toe  pu^."^'  '^°^'''  "°  ^*^"''*'"  °^  «^««  "S 
"  If  you  wish  it,"  said  she,  and  counted  her  wealth 
and  restored  it  to  the  purse.    "  QuiU  right-iuU^M 

I  mvery  much  obhged  to  you,  Chadwick."  ^ 

shelteSSrS""'"    ^'^^^'^^^^^^ 

An  idea  seemed  to  strike  Mrs  Clayton  Vemon. 

"  K  ♦ri'^*  something  to  drink?  "  she  asked. 

..  jy^'  *|»ank  ye,  m'm,"  said  Thomas. 

Mana,     said  Afo  Vemon,  calling  to  someone 

withm  the  house,  « tring  this  maTaTlai  of  ^  '- 

And  she  turned  again  to  Chadwick,  smitten  with  another 

S«*e  boj.'rli^^le?  ^"-^  ''''^'  "^^'^'^^  '-^  ^» 
"  Yes'm,"  said  Thomas—"  twins  " 

w Ji'  i  "^?'¥*'*  !?•  ^^^  liusband  is  my  cook's  cousin 
WeU  here's  two  threepemiy  bits-one  for  each  of  them^i 
With  some  trouble  she  extracted  the  corns  fein  a 


THE  HEROISM  OP  THOMAS  CHADWICK    123 

rather  shabby  leather  purse— evidently  her  household 
pipe.  She  bestowed  them  upon  the  honest  conductor 
with  another  grateful  and  condescending  smile.  "  I 
hope  you  don't  mind  taking  them  for  the  chicks,"  she 
said.  "I  (fo  like  giving  things  to  children.  It's  so 
much  nicer,  isn't  it?  " 

"  Certainly,  m'm." 

Then  the  servant  brought  the  glass  of  beer,  and  Mrs 
Vernon,  with  yet  another  winning  smile,  and  yet  more 
thanks,  left  him  to  toss  it  off  on  the  mat,  while  the 
servant  waited  for  the  empty  glass. 


ii 


IV 

On  the  following  Friday  afternoon  young  Paul  Ford  was 
again  on  the  Moorthome  car,  and  subject  to  the  official 
ministrations  of  Thomas  Chadwick.  Paul  Ford  was  a 
man  who  never  bore  malice  when  the  bearing  of  maUce 
might  interfere  with  the  gratification  of  his  sense  of 
humour.  Many  men— perhaps  most  men— after  being 
so  grossly  insulted  by  a  tram-conductor  as  Paul  Ford 
had  been  insulted  by  Chadwick,  would  at  the  next 
meeting  have  either  knocked  the  insulter  down  or  coldly 
ignored  him.  But  Paul  Ford  did  neither.  (In  any  case, 
Thomas  Chadwick  would  have  wanted  a  deal  of  knock- 
ing down.)  For  some  reason,  everything  that  Thomas 
Chadwick  said  gave  immense  amusemejit  to  Paul  Ford* 
So  the  young  man  commenced  the  conversation  in  tL  - 
usual  way: 

"  How  do,  Tommy?  " 

The  car  on  this  occasion  was  coming  down  from 
Mooithome  into  Bursley,  with  its  usual  bump  and  rattle 
of  windows.  As  Thomas  Chadwick  made  no  reply, 
Paul  Ford  continued: 

"  How  much  did  she  give  you— the  perfect  lady,  I 
mean?  " 
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^JTu^  S^-tAT  .^pSIs 

"  Yes,"  said  Raul  Ford. 
«fi,„    k'tI'",*^"  y«'"  said   Thomas   Chadwick- 

beiijgTLdyMJ*  ''^'^  ^°^<^-    ""  '^"-•t  cost  much. 
'*  But  I'U  teU  ye  what  she  diddo"  Thomas  Chadwint 

te  S:  Sd  do  Mf  "^''**'=  conclusiof^-7'uTeli  ^ 

^SoK^''^"!^  '•VecTp^t'tSyour'JS 
anasmoJceit!  .  .  .    A  sovereign  apiece!  " 
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"And  have  you  handed  it  over? "  Paul  Ford  in- 
quired mildly,  after  a  period  of  soft  whistling. 

"  I've  started  two  post-office  savings  bank  accounts 
for  'em,"  said  Thomas  Chadwick,  with  ferocity. 

The  talk  stopped,  and  nothing  whatever  occurred 
until  the  car  halted  at  the  railway  station  to  take  up 
passengers.  The  heart  of  Thomas  Chadwick  gave  a 
curious  little  jump  when  he  saw  Mrs  Clayton  Vernon 
coming  out  of  the  station  and  towards  his  car.  (Her 
horses  must  have  been  still  lame  or  her  coachman  still 
laid  aside.)  She  boarded  the  car,  smiling  with  a  quite 
particular  effulgence  upon  Thomas  Chadwick,  and  he 
greeted  her  with  what  he  imagined  to  be  the  true  antique 
chivalry.  And  she  sat  down  in  the  comer  opposite  to 
Paul  Ford,  beaming. 

When  Thomas  Chadwick  came,  with  great  respect, 
to  demand  her  fare,  she  said : 

"  By  the  way,  Chadwick,  it's  such  a  short  distance 
from  the  station  to  the  town,  I  think  I  should  have 
walked  and  saved  a  penny.  But  I  wanted  to  speak  to 
you.  I  wasn't  aware,  last  Tuesday,  that  your  other 
daughter  got  married  last  year  and  now  has  a  dear  little 
baby.  I  gave  you  threepenny  bits  each  for  those  dear 
little  twins.  Here's  another  one  for  the  other  baby.  I 
think  I  ought  to  treat  all  your  grandchildren  alike — 
otherwise  your  daughters  might  be  jealous  of  each 
other  "—she  smiled  archly,  to  indicate  that  this  passage 
was  humorous — "  and  there's  no  knowing  what  might 
happen 1  " 

Mrs  Clayton  Vernon  always  enunciated  her  remarks 
in  a  loud  and  clear  voice,  so  that  Paul  Ford  could  not 
have  iailed  to  hear  every  word.  A  faint  but  beatific 
smile  concealed  itself  roguishly  about  Paul  Ford's 
mouth,  and  he  looked  with  a  rapt  expression  on  an  ad- 
vertisement above  Mrs  Clayton  Vernon's  head,  which 
assured  him  that,  with  a  certain  soap,  washing-day 
became  a  pleasure. 


;    i 
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bit  2i^«Ti^'''"i?  ""■«?*  ^""^  """8  *he  threepenny 
ZSml^L^*-  "*"»«»'*  have  gone  off  into  lai^ 
unseemly  in  a  tram-conductor  and  a  grandfathw  He 
rwght  have  snatched  M«  Clayton  Ve^n"  teLt  S 

^Jft^^:?"*  •  J?*  '^'>*  have  killed  PaTpord 
™^t  o       f^y^Paul  Ford  with  whom  he  was  the 

«M  i^^L?"*  *""  ^^  "°"«  °*  these  thingT  He 
said,  m  his  best  unctuous  voice: 

"  Thank  you,  m'm,  I'm  sure!  " 
And,  at  the  journey's  end,  when  the  passeneere  de- 
scended, he  stared  a  harsh  stare,  withoutS^^  full 
L  «1/  7  u  ^r"^  ^°'^'  *"<^  he  courteously  came  to 
M«^H^v^'*y*°"  Y'™°"-  "«  had  proclaii^^ 
Mra  Clayton  Vemon  to  be  his  ideal  of  a  true  ladv 
and  he  ,,^  heroically  loyal  to  his  ideal,  a  martyr  to  the 
cause  he  had  espoused.  Such  a  man  w^  notfittld  to  te 
a  tram-conductor,  and  the  Five  Towns  Electric  TractiS 
Company  soon  discovered  his  unfitness-so  that  he  was 
agam  thrown  upon  the  world. 
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IT  was  one  of  those  swift  and  vioknt  marriages  which 
occur  when  the  interested  parties  are  so  severely 
wounded  by  the  arrow  of  love  that  only  immediate  and 
constant  mutual  nursing  will  save  them  from  a  fatal  issue. 
(So  they  think.)  Hence  when  Annie  came  from  Sneyd 
to  inhabit  the  house  in  Birches  Street,  Hanbridge,  which 
William  Henry  Brachett  had  furnished  for  her,  she 
really  knew  very  little  of  William  Henry  save  that  he  was 
intensely  lovable,  and  that  she  was  intensely  in  love  with 
him.  Their  acquaintance  extended  over  three  montlis. 
And  she  knew  equally  little  of  the  manners  and  customs 
of  the  Five  Towns.  For  although  Sneyd  lies  but  a  few 
miles  from  the  immense  seat  c '  pottery  manufacture,  it  is 
not  as  the  Five  Towns  are.  It  is  not  feverish,  grimy, 
rude,  strenuous,  Bacchic,  and  wicked.  It  is  a  model 
village,  presided  over  by  the  Countess  of  Chell.  The 
people  of  the  Five  Towns  go  there  on  Thursday  after- 
noons (eightpence,  third  class  return),  as  if  they  were 
going  to  Paradise.  Thus,  indeed,  it  was  that  William 
Henry  had  met  Annie,  daughter  of  a  house  over  whose 
door  were  writ  the  invitmg  words,  "  Tea  and  Hot  Water 
Provided." 

There  were  a  hundred  and  forty-two  residences  In 
Birches  Street,  Hanbridge,  all  alike,  differing  only  in  the 
degree  of  cleanliness  of  their  window-curtains.  Two 
front  doors  together,  and  then  two  bow-windows,  and 
then  two  front  doors  again,  and  so  on  all  up  the  street 
and  all  down  the  street.    Life  was  monotonous,  but  on 

137 


Ui 


*  Si* 


ia8    THE  MATADOR  OP  THE  FIVE  TOWNS 

thewhoto  mpectable.    Annie  came  of  an  economical 
SSrt  «7t^:,  ^^  Heniy's  ideal  of  economy  mijshtfaU 

vases  menthpH.™  ^?*  u'l?"*  Japanese  roses  on 
v^Ww  L  t^i  ^°'  ""^  J»P^ese  roses  on 
m«Mv^(W^;-.  f  ^'^  **•"'  '*'^*  «  '^^  "good 
RnffLT        J*.*"  **y'  ^""te  fifty  shiUines  a  weST 

sublrt  tfr"''  ^°'  ""*  Japanese  r(«^^v4sS 
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Nevertheless  Anftie— although,  mind  vou  extra- 
o^umly  happy-found  that  ^er*  new  ei°eice  *S- 
sides  be«g  monotonous,  was  somewhat  hard,  narrow 
and  laclung  m  spectacular  delights.  Whenever  there 
wS:  H^«''"''«"  "'  si^ndingl^ore  moneyTha^  JS 
Wmiam  Henry's  fierce  chin  would  stick  out  in  a  formid 
SuirL?:?''^  voice  would  become  harsh,  and  ™the 
result  more  money  than  usual  was  not  spent.  His 
notion  of  an  excursion,  of  a  wild  and  costly  escapade  was 

^  at  the  Corporation  Refreshment  House  therein 
?™nh^  """"^^  the  Hanbridge  Park  is  a  wonderful  trf: 
Zfi.L^^j'^'lu*"'*  terra-cotta  over  cinder-heaps 
MhJ^  "^^■\^^^°'^^  "  ^  ^  ^»'»°"S  templar  to 
other  boroughs  It  is  not  precisely  the  Vale  of  Llangollen 

i^T;,*"*!  *'/■."'*  *""""*=  ^  l^en  likened  to  a 
cemetery.  And  it  seemed  to  symbolize  Annie's  life  for 
her,  m  its  aumped  and  pruned  and  smoky  regularity 
She  began  to  look  upon  the  Five  Towns  Is  a  sort  of 
pnson  from  which  she  could  never,  never  escape 

1  say  she  was  extraordinarily  happy;  and  yet  she 

^  o'teL'r".  .?"  '  r^'^«  '^^Wed  S  Z 
Wnf  "T~^  had  "somehow expected  something  dif- 
ferent    from  what  hfe  actually  gave  her.     She  was 

I^Hr^f.t^^^  ^"  ^^"^  He/ry^emed  to  be^  c^ 
tent  witii  things  as  they  were.  F^r.  now.  from  ^y  aj- 
St!.^!,T°^  lus  extravagance,  she  wished  secretly  th^t 
he  would  be  a  httle  more  dashing.  He  did  not  s^mto 
rlt  ^  *^*^  that  Uiough  prudence  is  all  very  well,  you 

^.  1^/a  A  ^°^  'iV"'"'  ^^  *^*  ^J^en  y°"  are  dead 
yod  are  dead.    He  did  not  seem  to  understiad  the  value 

^fcrHf/'^^iP*"?'".^  ^^  ^'^«  Towns  did  seem  to 
ua^istand  the  value  of  pleasure.  He  had  no  distractions 
!Si  P'^-  P^t.«''<*  was  a  harsh  and  industrious 
struggle,  a  senes  of  undisturbed  daily  habits.  No  change, 
no  gaiety,  no  freak!    Grim,  changeless  monotony! 
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And  once,  in  July,  William  Henry  abandoned  even 
Wi  pipe  for  ten  day*.  Work,  and  therefore  pay,  had 
e«en  irregular,  but  that  was  not  in  itself  a  reason  suffi- 
cient for  cutting  off  a  luxury  that  cost  only  a  shilling  a 
week.  It  was  the  Going  Away  Club  that  swallowed  up 
toe  tobacco  money.  Nothing  would  induce  William 
Henry  to  get  into  arrears  with  his  payments  to  that 
mystenous  Club.  He  would  have  sacrificed  not  merefy 
jus  pipe,  but  his  dinner— nay,  he  would  have  sacrificed 
his  wife's  dinner— to  the  greedy  maw  of  that  Club. 
Annie  hated  the  Club  nearly  as  passionately  as  she  loved 
Wilham  Henry. 

Then  on  the  first  of  August  (a  Tuesday)  William 
Henry  came  into  the  house  aiid  put  down  twenty 
sovereigns  in  a  row  on  the  kitchen  table.  He  did  not 
say  much,  being  (to  Annie's  mild  regret)  of  a  secretive 
disposition. 

Annie  had  never  seen  so  much  money  in  a  row  before 

"  What's  that?  "  she  said  weakly. 

"  That  ?  "  said  William  Henry.  "  That's  th'  going 
away  money."  ^ 


n 

A  FLAT  barrow  at  the  door,  a  tin  trunk  and  two  bags  on 
tiie  barrow,  and  a  somewhat  ragged  boy  between  the 
handles  of  the  barrow !  The  curtains  removed  from  the 
windows,  and  the  blinds  drawn!  A  double  turn  of  the 
key  in  the  portal !  And  away  they  went,  the  ragged  boy 
having  previously  spit  on  his  hands  in  order  to  get  a  grip 
of  the  barrow.  Thus  they  arrived  at  Hanbridge  Railway 
Station,  which  was  a  tempest  of  traffic  that  Saturday 
before  Bank  Holiday.  The  whole  of  the  Five  Towns  ap- 
peared to  be  going  away.  The  first  thing  that  startled 
Annie  was  that  William  Henry  gave  the  ragged  boy  a 
shilling,  quite  as  much  as  the  youth  could  have  earned  in 


VmZR  THE  ClOCK  ,j, 

.me  at  Crewe  for  an  expensive  coloureddWnk     On^^ 
&ne%  e?°™  ^^"^-  Hen^%^e'A^ll'Ji; 

th«;""frm!^' ""•«•''•    "^^'U  be  safer  with  you 
She  was  flattered. 

8'iara.    The  hat-euard  cost  siirn»n,.«      a*  u  . 

«i  wose  sojia  sflops  and  th"  whole  market-plact 
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could  move.  And  she  was  not  surprised,  a  little  later, 
to  see  Prince's  Landing  Stage  sliding  away  from  the 
-ship,  instead  of  the  ship  sliding  away  from  Prince's 
Landing  Stage.  Then  they  went  underground,  beneath 
the  market-place,  and  Annie  found  marble  halls,  colossal 
staircases,  book^ops,  trinket  shops,  highly-decorated 
rest(:.urants,  gUttering  bars,  and  cushioned  drawing- 
rooms.  They  had  the  most  exciting  meal  in  the  restau- 
rant that  Annie  had  ever  had;  also  the  most  expensive; 
the  price  of  it  indeed  staggered  her;  still,  William  Henry 
did  not  appear  to  mind  that  one  meal  should  exceed  the 
cost  of  two  days  living  in  Birches  Street.  Then  they 
went  up  into  the  mairket-place  again,  and  lo!  the 
market-place  had  somehow  of  itself  got  into  the  middle 
of  the  sea! 

Before  the  end  of  the  voyage  they  had  tea  at  three- 
pence a  cup.  Annie  reflected  that  the  best  "  Home  and 
G)lonial "  tea  cost  eighteenpence  a  pound,  and  that  a 
pound  would  make  two  himdred  and  twenty  cups. 
Similarly  with  the  bread  and  butter  which  they  ate,  and 
the  jam!  But  it  was  glorious.  Not  the  jam  (which 
Annie  could  have  bettered),  but  life !  Particularly  as 
the  sea  was  smooth!  Presently  she  descried  a  piece  of 
chalk  sticking  up  against  the  horizon,  and  it  was 
Douglas  lighthouse. 

m 

There  followed  six  days  of  delirium,  six  days  of 
the  largest  conceivable  existence.  The  hoUday-niakers 
stopped  in  a  superb  boarding-house  on  the  promenade, 
one  of  about  a  thousand  superb  boarding-houses.  The 
day's  proceedings  began  at  nine  o'clock  with  a  regal 
breakfast,  parts^en  of  at  a  very  long  table  which  ran 
into  a  bow  window.  At  nine  o'clock,  in  all  the  thou- 
sand boarding-houses,  a  crowd  of  hungry  and  excited 
men  and  women  sat  down  thus  to  a  very  long  table. 
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and  consumed  the  same  dishes,  that  is  to  say,  Manx 
herrings,  and  bacon  eind  eggs,  and  jams.  Eveiybody 
ate  as  much  as  he  could.  William  Henry  was  never 
content  with  less  than  two  herrings,  two  eggs,  about  four 
ounces  of  bacon,  and  as  much  jam  as  would  render  a 
whole  Board  school  sticky.  And  in  four  hours  after 
that  he  was  ready  for  an  enormous  dinner,  and  so  was 
she ;  and  in  five  hours  after  that  they  neither  of  them 
had  the  slightest  disinclination  for  a  truly  high  and  com- 
plex tea.  Of  course,  the  cost  was  fabulous.  Thirty- 
five  shillings  per  week  each.  Annie  would  calculate,, 
that,  with  thirty  boarders  and  extras,  the  boarding- 
house  was  taki:i^  in  money  at  the  rate  of  over  forty 
pounds  a  week.  She  would  also  calculate  that  about  a 
htmdred  thousand  herrings  and  ten  million  little  bones 
were  swallowed  in  Douglas  each  day. 

But  the  cost  of  the  boarding-house  was  as  naught. 
It  was  the  flowing  out  of  coins  between  meals  that  de- 
prived Annie  of  breath.  They  were  always  doing  some- 
thing. Sailing  in  a  boat!  Rowing  in  a  boat!  Bath- 
ing! The  Pier!  Sand  minstrels!  Excursions  by 
brake,  tram  and  train  to  Laxey,  Ramsey,  Sulby  Glen, 
Port  Erin,  Snaefell!  Morning  shows!  Afternoon 
shows!  Evening  shows!  Circuses,  music-halls, 
theatres,  concerts!  And  then  the  public  balls,  wilJi 
those  delicious  tables  in  comers,  lighted  by  Chinese 
lanterns,  where  you  sat  down  and  drew  strange  liquids 
up  straws.  And  it  all  meant  money.  There  were  even 
places  in  Douglas  where  you  couldn't  occupy  a  common 
chair  for  half  a  minute  without  paying  for  it.  Each 
night  Annie  went  to  bed  exhausted  with  joy.  On  the 
second  night  she  counted  the  money  in  her  b^,  and  said 
to  William  Henry: 

"How  much  money  do  you  think  we've  spent 
already?    Just — " 

"  Don't  tell  me,  lass!  "  he  interrupted  her  curtly. 
"  When  I  want  to  know,  I'll  ask  ye." 
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And  on  the  fifth  evening  of  this  heaven  he  asked 
ner: 

"  Whafn  ye  got  left?  " 

She  informed  him  that  she  had  five  pounds  and  two- 
pence left,  of  which  the  boarding-house  and  tips  would 
absorb  four- pounds. 

"H'm !  "  he  replied.  "  It's  going  to  be  a  bit  dose." 
On  the  seventh  day  they  set  saU.  The  dream  was 
not  quite  over,  but  it  was  nearly  over.  On  the  ship. 
When  the  porter  had  been  discharged,  she  had  two  and 
twopence,  and  William  Heniy  had  the  return  tickets. 
StUl,  this  poverty  did  not  prevent  William  Henry  from 
Mtting  down  and  ordering  a  fine  lunch  for  two  (the  sea 
being  agam  smooth).  Having  ordered  it.  he  cahnly 
told  his  wife  that  he  had  a  sovereign  in  his  waistcoat 
pocket.  A  sovereign  was  endless  riches.  But  it  came 
to  an  end  during  a  long  wait  for  the  Five  Towns  train  at 
Crewe.  William  Henry  had  apparently  decided  to 
finish  the  hohday  as  he  had  begun  it.  And  the  two  and 
twopence  also  came  to  an  end.  as  William  Henry,  sud- 
denly remembering  the  children  of  his  brother,  was  deter- 
mmed  to  buy  gifts  for  them  on  Crewe  platform.  At 
Hanbnd^  man  and  wife  had  sixpence  between  them. 
And  the  boy  with  the  barrow,  who  had  been  summoned 
by  a  postcard,  was  not  visible.  However,  a  cab  was 
visible.  William  Henry  took  that  cab 
"  But,  Will— " 

"  Shut  up,  lass !"  he  stopped  her. 
They  plunged  into  the  smoke  and  squalor  of  the  Five 
Towns,  and  reached  Birches  Street  with  pomp,  while 
Anme  wondered  how  William  Henry  would  contrive 
to  get  credit  from  a  cabman.  The  entire  street  would 
certamly  gather  round  if  there  should  be  a  scene. 

"Just  help  us  in  with  this  trunk,  wilt  ?  "  said  William 
Henry  to  the  cabman.  This,  with  sixpence  in  his 
pocketl 

Then  turning  to  his  wife,  ha  whispered: 
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"  Lass,  look  under  th'  clock  on  th'  mantelpiece  in  th' 
park>ur.    Ye'll  find  six  bob." 

He  explained  to  her  later  that  prudent  members  of 
Going  Away  Clubs  always  left  money  concealed  bdiind 
them,  as  this  was  the  sole  way  of  providing  against  a 
calamitous  return.  The  pair  existed  on  the  remainder 
of  the  six  shillings  and  on  credit  for  a  week.  WiUiam 
Henry  became  his  hard  self  again.  The  prison  life  was 
resumed.  But  Annie  did  not  mind,  for  she  had  hved 
for  a  week  at  the  rate  of  a  thousand  a  year.  And  in  a 
fortnight  William  Henry  began  grimly  to  pay  his  sub- 
scriptions to  the  next  year's  Going  Away  Club. 


m 

m 


ii:ji 


m^f^ 


THREE  EPISODES  IN  THE 

LIFE  OF  MR  COWLISHAW 

DENTIST 


T^.i^PP?"'**  ?"*''*  **«'« 'Jay-    And  that  day 
J.      was  a  Saturday,  the  red  Saturday  on  which  in  the 

^ttSl^^'^f^'  F.C,  (formed  regardJes^ofex- 
^b^^nZ^^  of  professionals  to  take  the  place  of 
SLT^P*  ^^  ^•^•)'  *he  referee  would  certainly 
have  been  murdered  had  not  a  Five  Towns  crowdoS^ 
served  its  usual  miraculous  self-restraint 

Jb  Cowhshaw-aged  twenty-four,  a  fair-haired 
bachelor  with  a  weak  moustache-had  bought  the^c- 

schcwl  He  was  not  a  native  of  the  Five  Towns  He 
came  from  St  Albans,  and  had  done  the  dealtorough 
an  advertisement  in  the  Dentists'  GmrdianVwt^ 
joumal  full  of  exciting  interest  to  dent^ts  ^vTsud^ 
S  t^thf  ^^  "^^  «r^^  ^'^  two  prt^mi^ 
Se  h^L""*"  f,^*^  world's^hen4re  m^ 
S^.  hJ?  "^  "°J?^  "^  ^^  P'^e  Towns;  practi- 
tSti  ptf  r^'y^'Pg  to  feam.  And  one  mly  say 
i?»  iS  aX  ""  "°*  '  '"''^'"  that  can  be  ^'  go? 

His  place  of  business— or  whatever  high-class  den 
for  hi^°T  ^"^  '^-^  C™^  Square  wJ  qmlf rS 

„ioi?^    ^.^    '"'^^'^    ^^  odd  teeth  shining  in  their 

glass  case,  the  new  black-and-gold  door^  on  the 
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d^ir^^'lf  electric  filing  apparatus  which  he  had  pur- 
diased.  in  the  operating-room.  Nothing  lacked  there 
But  his  pnvate  lodgings  were  not  readyf  at  le^t  S 
were  not  what  he,  with  his  finicking  AlbaniaTnotiW 
^ed  ready  and,  after  a  brief  alteration  wiTh  iSsS 
^^i:.*'tx**?*„°*^  ^^  *  *'^  t°  spend  the  night  atthe 
J'^H^n^""*!'-  The  Turk's  Head  is  the  best  hotel 
^iS^^'r  °*  """^P^  the  new  Hotel  Metropole 
(Lumted,  and  German-Swiss  waiters).  The  proof  ofits 
^?f^"..''  t^-  the  proprietor,  Mr  Simeon  Clow  J 
^h^»^J^'  ^^^°^';^  Hanbridge.  and  Mrs  Clowes  one 
of  the  acknowleaged  leaders  of  Hanbridge  society. 

at  ^S^u^^"^  T°*  *"  ^^-    He  was  I  good  sleeper; 

Albans.  He  retired  about  eleven  o'clock,  and  re- 
quested one  of  the  barmaids  to  instruct  th^  Cs  to 
arouse  him  at  7  a.m.  She  faithfully  promised  todo  so 
,„^  /  u  °°*  '^*"  "*  ^^  fi^^  "inutes  before  he  heard 
WWn^**^*'!"^"-.™^  earthquake  seemed  to 
have  been  bon.  wds  the  north-east,  in  the  direction 
S™*^?^'^  and  the  shock  seemed  to  pass  JT 
^m  the  direction  of  Knype.    TTiebed&^vne 

tSiXr^fV^"*^  *°«'*'*"'  ^«  ™P«rf«<=t  false 
teeth  in  the  mouth  of  an  arrant  coward;  the  walls  of  the 
hotel  shook.  Then  silence!  No  cries  of  alarm,  no  criS 
!^Lk  P',"°  Jan^entations  of  ruin!  Doubtless,  though 
earthquakes  are  ra,-e  m  England,  the  whole  tiwn  hfd 
been  overthrown  and  engulfed,  and  only  Mr  Cowlishaw's 
Deateft  standing  Conquering  his  terror,  Mr  Cowlishaw 
put  his  head  under  the  clothes  and  waited 

.r,^tir^  1?^*  "^^  ^  ^^  ten  minutes  before  he  heard 
and  felt  another  earthquake.  Tliis  earthquake  seemed 
to  have  been  torn  towards  the  north-east,  in  the  direc- 

ai?H  M,  r  Tu  ''"*^^'-*°**  *°  ^  travelling  southwards; 
and  Mr  Cowhshaw  noticed  that  it  was  accompanied  by  a 
strange  sound  of  heavy  bumping.  He  sp^  couia- 
geously  out  of  bed  and  rushed  to  the  window.    Andit 
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^t'^fff  "?/  ^  ««ght  the  earthquake  in  the  v«y 
ToL^llS    :  •  "t."^"  .""*  °^  "»«  "«*  care  of  the  Five 

H^fA;  ♦i?^.^  uy"*"^"  passengers.    The  bumpSig  was 

whL?/^*  brake  had  changed  the  form  of  two  of  ^ 
wheeb  from  circuJar  to  oval.  Such  accidents  do  ha  J 
pen  even  to  the  newest  care,  and  the  inhabitants  of  the 

fa^h  rrr*  ;^^  "^I""  ^^"y  ^^'^  ^  ''"™Py  ^  «  they 
b«^  at  Charley's  Aunt.  The  car  shot  ^st.  flashing 
^ks  from  ,ts  overhead  wire  and  flaming  1^  ^Tgn^ 
%hts  of  TOmmg,  and  vanished  down  the  lain  thorough- 
W^^v  xt*^J!f^^."'"*^'"*°<*'^'°  ceased  their  TOl- 
toquy.  The  mght  bemg  the  night  of  the  29th  December. 
'.  w  #y  cold.  Mr  Cowiishaw  went  teck  to  beT 
Well,  he  muttered,  "  this  is  a  bit  thick,  this  isl  " 
i™^^,  "Jf  ^^"ch  language  in  cathedral  towns.)  "  How- 
ever, let's  hope  it's  the  last." 

It  was  not  the  last.    Exactly,  it  was  the  last  but 
^ty-three.    R^ularly  at  intiA^als  of  five  ^u^ 
^Lr"  T'lr?  ?•"=*"'=  Traction  Company.  Limited, 
^^T  °^-^Z  '^.'^  *°g^e*  down  Oie  street.  !^ 
parentty  with  the  object  of  disintegrating  all  the  leS 
property  m  the  neighbourhood  into  its  original  bricks 
At  the  seventeenth  time  Mr  Cowlishaw  trembled  to  hea^ 
ty^J^^^      ^?  bump-bump-bump.    It  was  the  oval- 
^^^^l"^^**  ^*^  •**"  *°  Longshaw and  back.  He 
recogmzed  it  as  an  old  fnend.    He  wondered  whether  he 
must  e;q>ect  It  to  passa  third  time.    However,  it  did  not 
Mss  a  third  time.    After  several  clocks  in  and  out  of  the 
«vi„  f  l"*'^"  ««^  J«»  agreed  on  the  fact  that  it  was  one 
o  clock,  there  was  a  surcease  of  earthquakes.    Mr  CowU- 
shaw  dared  not  hope  that  earthquakes  were  over.    He 
waited  m  sfrained  attention  during  quite  half  an  hour 
«pectant  of  the  next  earthquake:^But  it  did  not  ^Z. 
Earthquakes  were,  mdeed,  done  with  till  the  morrow. 
"  was  about  two  o'clock  when  his  nerves  were  suffi- 
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«a«itly  tranquillired  to  enable  him  to  envisage  the  uos- 
sibihty  of  going  to  sleep.  And  he  was  j^'sKppteT 
ghding  flo^tn,goffwhenhewasbroughtba!:k  oSSSf; 
.^«S'  .'^fe""  "^  ^"«^'"  *t  the  head  of  t^ 
stem  outeide  his  bedroom  door.  The  building  rang  hke 
the  mside  of  a  pmo  when  you  strike  a  wixf  Zfc% 
Tlie  <«plM,on  was  followed  by  low  rumblings  of  laughtw 
and  then  by  a  senes  of  joUy.  hearty  "  Good-Sghtf"  He 
recopuzed  the  voices  as  being  th^  of  a  gX  of  com! 
mercjal  travelleis  and  two  actors  (of  the  H^btiZ 
Theatre  Royal's  specially  selected  London  Panto- 
mime Compaiiy)  who  had  been  pointed  out  to  him  wiS 
awe  and  joy  by  the  aforesaid  barmaid.    They  were  teS 

S!.1.'^/»^''*'*r^  "  ""^  P"^»*«  bar.  and  ap^^tly 
ttey  had  been  toUing  each  other  stories  ever  sincV  And 
the  truth  IS  that  the  atmosphere  of  the  Turk's  Head 
wh«^  commercial  travellers  and  actors  fotgathir  S 

s^rilTn'l?*  P*?*?*  ^"^^y^'  <=ontains  more  S 
stones  to  Uie  cubic  mch  than  any  other  resort  in  the 
S^  ^l  Stafiord^e.  A  few  Seconds  after  th^  ^. 
pk«ion  there  was  a  dropping  fusillade-the  commercial 
travellers  and"  the  actors  shutting  their  doora^  A^ 
^'i.r  Xir","*^  ?***'  "»•="  ^  »°»«»er  and  more 
^^?nf^*'^^'^?P^  fusillade-the  .ommerdS 
t^^H  .*?/^  *!*°"  Z^"^  t^«^  ^^'  deposit^ 
Tl^Slenr  '°'^^'  '^^  ''^""WtheHoo^ 

i^d  then  out  of  the  silence  the  terrified  Mr  Cowlishaw 
heard  ansmg  and  ansmg  a  vast  and  fearful  breathing, 
as  of  some  unmense  prehistoric  monster  in  pain  At 
first  he  thought  he  was  asleep  and  dreaming^ut  he 
I^  M  V  r  u^^Santic  sighing  continued  regularly, 
^fore'^'  ftTSdS^tp'"'^^'  '^'  anything^Tt 

After  about  two  hours  of  its  awful  uncanniness  Mr 
Cowhshaw  ai^ht  the  sound  of  creeping  footsteps  ii^  the 
comdor  and  fumbling  noises.    He  go!  up  agi^     H. 


If' 


m 


X40    THE  MATADOR  OF  THE  FIVE  TOWNS 

was  determined,  though  he  should  have  to  interrogate 
burglars  and  assassins,  to  discover  the  meaning  of  that 
homble  sighing.  He  courageously  puUed  his  door  open, 
and  saw  an  aproned  man  with  a  candle  marking  boots 
with  chalk,.and  putting  them  into  a  box. 

"I  say!  "  said  Mr  Cowlishaw. 

"  Beg  yer  pardon,  ir,"  the  man  whispered.  "  I'm 
gettmg  forward  with  my  work  so  as  I  can  go  to  th*  fut- 
baw  match  this  afternoon.   I  hope  I  didn't  wake  ye,  sir  " 

"Look  here!  "  said  Mr  Cowlishaw.    "  What's  that 
*PI^1^  noise  that's  going  on  all  the  time?  " 
Noise,  sir?  "  whispered  the  man,  astonished. 
Yes,"  Mr  Cowlishaw  insisted.    "  Like  something 
breathug.    Can't  you  hear  it?  "  ^ 

The  man  cocked  his  ears  attentively.  The  noise 
veritably  boomed  in  Mr  Cowlishaw's  ears. 

*u.  iP^^    ^*^  '  "  ^"^  *^«  ™^  at  length.    "  That's 
th  blast  furnaces  at  Cauldon  Bar  Ironworks.    Never 
heard  that  afore,  sir?    Why,  it's  like  that  every  night 
Now  you  mention  it,  I  <fo  hear  it !    It's  a  good  couple  o' 
miles  off,  though,  that  is!  " 

Mr  Cowlishaw  closed  his  door. 

At  five  o'clock,  when  he  had  nearly,  but  not  quite 
foreotten  the  sighing,  his  lifelong  friend,  the  oval- 
wheeled  electnc  car,  bumped  and  quaked  through  the 
street,  and  the  ewer  and  basin  chattered  together  busily 
am  the  seismic  phenomena  definitely  recommenced' 
The  night  was  still  black,  but  the  industrial  day  had 
dawned  m  the  Five  Towns.  Long  series  of  carts  with- 
out spnngs  began  to  jolt  past  under  the  window  of  Mr 
Cowhshaw,  and  then  there  was  a  regular  multitudinous 
clackmg  of  clogs  and  boots  on  the  pavement.  A  little 
tater  the  air  was  rent  by  first  one  steam-whistle,  and 
then  another,  and  then  another,  in  divers  tones  an- 
noimcmg  that  it  was  six  o'clock,  or  five  minutes  past 
or  half-past,  or  anything.  The  periodicity  of  earth- 
quakes had  by  this  time  quickened  to  five  minutes  as  at 
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midiught.  A  motor-car  emerged  under  the  archway  of 
the  hotel,  and  remained  stationary  outside  with  its 
engme  racing.  And  amid  the  earthquakes,  the  motor- 
car, the  carts,  the  clogs  and  boots,  and  the  steam 
muMzms  calling  the  faithful  to  work,  Mr  Cowlishaw 
couJd  still  distinguish  the  tireless,  monstrous  sighine 
of  the  Cauldon  Bar  blast  furnaces.  And,  finaUy  he 
heard  another  sound.  It  came  from  the  room  next  to 
his,  and,  when  he  heard  it,  exhausted  though  he  was 
cxasjperated  though  he  was,  he  burst  into  laughter,  so 
comically  did  it  strike  him. 

It  was  an  alarm-clock  going  of!  in  the  next  room. 

And,  further,  when  he  arrived  downstairs,  the  bar- 
maid, sweet,  conscientious  little  thing,  came  up  to  him 
and  said,  "I'm  so  sorry,  sir.  I  quite  forgot  to  tell  the 
boots  to  call  you!  " 
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That  afternoon  he  sat  in  his  beautiful  new  surgery  and 
waited  for  dental  sufferers  to  come  to  him  from  all 
quarters  of  the  Five  Towns.    It  needs  not  to  be  said 
that  nobody  came.    The  mere  fact  that  a  new  dentist 
has    set  up  "  in  a  district  is  enough  to  cure  all  the  tooth- 
ache for  miles  around.    The  one  martyr  who  might 
perhaps,  have  paid  him  a  visit  and  a  fee  did  not  show 
herself.    This  martyr  was  Mrs  Simeon  Clowes,  the 
mayoress.    By  a  curious  chance,  he  had  observed 
dumg  his  short  sojourn  at  the  Turk's  Head,  that  the 
landlady  thereof  was  obviously  in  pain  from  her  teeth 
or  from  a  particular  tooth.    She  must  certainly  have  in- 
fonned  herself  as  to  his  name  and  condition,  and  Mr 
Cowlishaw  thought  that  it  would  have  been  a  graceful  act 
on  her  ^  to  patronize  him,  as  he  had  patronized  the 
Turks  Head.    But  no  I    Mayoresses,  even  the  most  tact- 
ful, do  not  always  do  the  right  thing  at  the  right  moment. 
Besides,  she  had  doubtless  gone,  despite  toothache. 
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to  the  f<x>tball  match  with  the  Mayor,  the  new  dub 

b^lS^  would  have  hked  to  go.  but  it  would  ha^ 
b«m  mdne«  to  quit  the  swKeiy  on  his  opening  day. 

fa^^„?H  '^'^yr^^-  »nd  peeped  at  the  aWdTrowd: 
mg  to  the  match  a  two  o'clock,  and  crowding  backhi 

iL^^Tt'*°Y^^°'^'  ^dataquarter^tfiveh" 
was  read.ng  a  full  description  of  the  camagTand  the 

RfrL^  K  *"•'"  c«*  "T  *h*  •«"«'  team,  and  that 
lUnnoch.  the  new  Scotch  centre-forward,  had  fought 
nobty  for  the  town  which  had  bought  him  so  dear^^ 

there  hX^l^"^  "^  '?t  ^"'^  °^«'  ^^e  Signal  when 
there  happened  a  rmg  at  his  door.  He  did  not  preciS 
^hm^lf  upon  the  door.  With  beating  hTaTheT 
^~  ^  ^1T'"1  °*  '^'*'  ^'^  ^^  to  Wn«elf  thatTf 
^^  ^^^  not  possibly  be  a  cUent.  Even  d^tiste 
S^  W/  ^VT  '^•Jy-'^de  never  had  a  chent  on 
I;h  f  ^  ^^u  5*i*"'*  ^'^  attendant  answer  the  ring, 
and  then  he  heard  the  attendant  saying,  "  I'll  see  ™' 

-skS  Tr'^.-l^'  ^P*"*°^-  Thelirvant.^^ 
w,!^  Mr^Cowhshaw  if  Mr  Cowhshaw  was  at  liberhf 

The  patient  was  a  tall,  stiff,  fair  man  of  about  thirty 
He  htH*""'^  ^"^^  *"^  ""'««^t  but  durable  cloS.' 

Cow^h,w^°°P'^'"T*^"''^'  ^'^'^  preventedJfr 
Cowhdiaw  from  adding  his  teeth  up  instantly. 

abrupt  '^*'™*^"'  '^"^•"  "^  ^^  patient. 
you".^£7°°°'".'*^**  **'^^'^^-  "Have 
b«f  *^^'  ^  the  <fental  hospital  and  school  there  had 
^,nZ     "^  ''^  ''""^y  in  the  art  of  pattering  to 


Pi^-SKr. 


MR  COWLISHAW,  DENTIST  143 

.     "  ^*'»  ^^  tW»."  said  the  patient,  puttin*  his  hand 
m  his  waistcoat  pocket.  f"""*  nis  nana 

"Will  you  kindly  sit  down,"  said  Mr  Cowli«h.« 

tunung  up  the  g«s.  and  pointing'torcJSr^S^SST' 

..V       "  ^^  ^"  repeated  the  patient.  doewSv 
You  see  these  three  teeth?  "         **"™''  aoggediy. 

He  displayed  three  very  real  teeth  in  a  niece  of 
reddened  paper.    As  a  spectacle,  they  were  ded^dfJ 

onthf^^'     «"**  M' Cowlishaw.  in^partially.  gazing 
"  They're  my  teeth."  said  the  patient.    And  thet*. 

"  1 3";r  f^t  **'  Cowlishaw.  with  a  diy  inflection 
"^"Jf^*^"*'  .An  accident.  I  suppose?  »  "^ 

I  rfnn^  'v*"**  *^*'  .™^'  "  y""  "^y  ^aU  it  an  accident  • 
I  dont  My  name's  Rannoch;  centre-forward  V« 
sec?  Were  ye  at  the  match?  "  ""* '""wa.  Ye 
Mr  Cowlishaw  understood.  He  had  no  need  of 
furtiier  explamtion;  he  had  read  it  all  in  toe  S«^* 
And  so  the  chief  victim  of  Tottenham  Hotepm^S 
come  to  hm,.  just  him!  This  was  ludkT  For  rLS 
was.  of  course,  the  most  celebrated  man  hi  K^e 

Jr-M.^ha^^^'^i^^p^p'^-  ««-^^S- 

"Dear  me!  "  Mr  Cowlishaw  sympathized   and  he 

came  mto  my  head.  And  that's  why  I've  com*  t™ 
as  you're  ust  commencing  dentist  Suo^^n*'^; 
put  these  teeth  on  a  hit^gr^  ^^J^i^^^^^ 


i» 


J..  flff'^^* 


144    THE  MATADOR  OF  THE  FIVE  TOWNS 

your  window,  with  a  big  card  to  say  as  they're  guaran- 
teed to  be  iny  genuine  teeth,  knocked  out  by  that 
blighter  of  a  Tottenham  half-back,  you'll  have  such  a 
crowd  as  was  never  seen  around  your  door.  All  the 
Five  Towns  '11  come  to  see  'em.  It'll  be  the  biggest 
advertisement  that  either  you  or  any  other  dentist  ever 
had.  And  you  might  put  a  little  notice  in  the  Signal 
saying  that  my  teeth  are  on  view  at  your  premises;  it 
would  only  cost  ye  a  shilling.  .  .  I  should  expect  ye 
to  furnish  me  with  new  teeth  for  nothing,  ye  see." 

In  his  travels  throughout  England  Mr  Rannoch 
had  lost  most  of  his  Scotch  accent,  but  he  had  not  lost 
his  Scotch  skill  in  the  art  and  craft  of  trying  to  pay  less 
than  other  folks  for  whatever  he  might  happen  to  want. 

Assuredly  the  idea  was  an  idea  of  genius.  As  an 
advertisement  it  would  be  indeed  colossal  and  unique. 
Tens  of  thousands  would  gaze  spellbound  for  hours  at 
those  relics  of  their  idol,  and  every  gazer  would  inevit- 
ably be  familiarized  with  the  name  and  address  of  Mr 
Cowlishaw,  and  with  the  fact  that  Mr  Cowlishaw  was 
dentist-in-chief  to  the  heroical  Rannoch.  Unfortun- 
ately, in  dentistry  there  is  etiquette.  And  the  etiquette 
of  dentistry  is  as  terrible,  as  unbending,  as  the  etiquette 
of  the  Court  of  Austria. 

Mr  Cowlishaw  knew  that  he  could  not  do  this  thing 
without  sinning  against  etiquette. 

"  I'm  sorry  I  can't  fall  in  with  your  scheme,"  said 
he,  "  but  I  can't." 

"  But,  man  I "  protested  the  Scotchman,  "  it's  the 
greatest  scheme  that  ever  was." 

"  Yes,"  said  Mr  Cowlishaw,  "  but  it  would  be  un- 
professional." 

Mr  Rannoch  was  himself  a  professional.  "Oh, 
well,"  he  said  sarcastically,  "  if  you're  one  of  those 
amateurs — " 

"  I'll  put  5rou  the  job  in  as  low  as  possible,"  said  Mr 
Cowlishaw,  persuasively. 
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But  Scotchmen  are  not  to  be  persuaded  like  that 
Mr  KMinoch  wrapped  up  his  teeth  and  left. 
Wlvat  finally  happened  to  those  teeth  Mr  Cowlishaw 
never  knew.    But  he  satisiied  himself  that  they  were 
not  advertised  in  the  Signal.  ^ 


in 

Now,  just  as  Mr  Cowlishaw  was  personally  conducting 
to  the  door  the  greatest  goal-getter  that  the  Five  Towns 
had  ever  seen  there  happened  another  ring,  and  thus  it 
fcU  out  that  Mr  Cowhshaw  found  himself  in  the  double 
difficulty  of  speeding  his  first  visitor  and  welcoming  his 
second  all  m  the  same  breath.  It  is  true  that  the 
second  might  imagine  that  the  first  was  a  client,  but 
then  the  aspect  of  Mr  Rannoch's  mouth,  had  it  caught 
the  eye  of  the  second,  was  not  reassuring.  However. 
Mr  Rannoch  s  mouth  happUy  did  not  catch  the  eye  of 
the  second.  ■' 

The  second  was  a  visitor  beyond  Mr  Cowlishaw's 
hopes,  no  other  than  Mrs  Simeon  Clowes,  landlady  of 
!^fi  '!J^%,^**M  ^**  Mayoress  of  Hanbridge;  a 
tall  and  well-built,  handsome,  downright  womM,  of 
something  more  than  fifty  and  something  less  than 
sutty;  the  mother  of  five  married  daughters,  the  aunt 
of  fourteen  nephews  and  nieces,  the  grandam  of  seven, 
or  It  might  be  eight,  assorted  babies;  in  short,  a  lady 
of  vast  influence.  After  all.  then,  she  had  come  to  him! 
If  only  he  could  please  her,  he  regarded  his  succession 
to  his  predecessor  as  definitely  established  and  his 
tor-june  made.  No  person  in  Hanbridge  with  any 
yeammgs  for  style  would  dream,  he  trusted,  of  goir,  to 
Qow^^'  <Jentist  than  the  dentist  patronized  by  Mrs 

She  eyed  him   interrogatively  and  firmly.    She 
probed  mto  his  character,  and  he  felt  himself  pierced. 
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'Yes, 


"  You  are  Mr  Cowlishaw?  "  she  began. 
"  Good  afternoon,  Mrs  Clowes,"  he  repUed. 
I  am.    Can  I  be  of  service  to  you'  " 
"  That  depends,"  she  said. 
He  asked  her  to  step  in,  and  in  she  stepped. 

"Have  you  had  any  experience  in  taking  teeth 
out? "  she  asked  in  the  surgery.    Her  hand  stroked 

her  left  dieek.  „  „  ,     .  _„ 

"  Oh  yes,"  he  said  eagerly.  "  But,  of  course,  vsre 
try  to  avoid  extraction  as  much  as  possible." 

"  If  you're  going  to  talk  like  that,"  she  said  coldly, 
and  even  bitterly,  "  I'd  better  go." 

He  wondered  what  she  was  driving  at. 

"  Naturally,"  he  said,  summoning  all  his  latent 
powers  of  diplomacy,  "  there  are  cases  in  which  ex- 
traction is  unfortunately  necessary."  . 

"  How  many  teeth  have  you  extracted?     she  m- 

'^'^l"  really  couldn't  s-.y,"  he  Ued.    "  Very  many." 
"  Because,"  she  said,  "  you  don't  look  as  if  you 

could  say  '  Bo! '  to  a  goose." 
He  observed  a  gleam  in  her  eye. 
"  I  think  I  can  say  •  Bol*  to  a  goose,   he  said. 

She  laughed.  .,  ,  ,      .   », 

"  Don't  fancy,  Mr  Cowlishaw,  that  if  1  laugh  I  m 
not  in  the  most  horrible  pain.  lam.  When  I  tell  you 
I  couldn't  go  with  Mr  Clowes  to  the  match— 

"  Will  you  take  this  seat?  "  he  said,  mdicatmg  the 
chair  of  chairs;  "then  I  can  examine."    ,    ^   ^    ,. 

She  obeyed.  "  I  do  hate  the  homd,  velvety  feehng 
of  these  chairs,"  she  said;  "  it's  most  creepy."  ^^ 

"  I  shall  have  to  trouble  you  to  take  your  bonnet  off. 

So  she  removed  her  bonnet,  and  he  took  it  as  he 
might  have  takeu  his  firstborn,  and  laid  it  gentiy  to 
i^  on  his  cabinet.  Then  he  pushed  the  gas-bracket 
so  that  the  light  came  through  the  large  crystal  sphere, 
and  made  the  Mayoress  blink. 
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'1?*^'.".  ^  ^^  soothingly,  "  kindly  open  your 
mouth— wide."  ■>     r      j 

Ijke  all  women  of  strong  and  generous  character. 
Mis  Simeon  Clowes  had  a  large  mouth.  She  obediently 
extended  it  to  dimensions  which  must  be  described  as 
augjBt,  at  the  same  time  pointing  with  her  gloved  and 
chubby  finger  to  a  particular  part  of  it. 

"  Ym,  yes,"  murmured  Mr  Cowlishaw,  assuming  a 
tranquiflity  which  he  did  not  feel.  This  was  thefast 
time  that  he  had  ever  looked  into  the  mouth  of  a 
Mayoress,  and  the  prospect  troubled  him. 

He  put  his  little  ivory-handled  mirror  into  that 
mouth  and  studied  its  secrets. 

"  I  see,"  he  said,  wit  xawing  the  mirror.  "  Ex- 
p<Med  nerve.  Quite  simple.  Merely  wants  stopping. 
When  I've  done  with  it  the  tooth  w  I]  be  as  soundw 
ever  it  was.  All  your  other  teeth  are  excellent." 
Mrs  Clowes  arose  violently  out  of  the  chair. 
"  Now  just  listen  to  me,  please,"  she  said.  "  I  don't 
want  any  stopping;  I  won't  have  any  stopping;  I  want 
that  tooth  out.  I've  akeady  quarrelled  with  one  dentist 
this  afternoon  because  he  refused  to  take  it  out.  I 
«me  to  you  because  you're  young,  and  I  thought  you'd 
be  more  reasonable.  Surely  a  body  can  decide  whether 
she'U  have  a  tooth  out  or  not!  It's  my  tooth.  What's 
a  dentist  for?  In  my  young  days  dentists  never  did 
anythmg  else  but  take  teeth  out.  All  I  wish  to  know  is. 
will  you  take  it  out  or  will  you  not?  " 
"  It's  really  a  pity—" 

"  That's  my  affair,  isn't  it?  "  she  stopped  him.  and 
moved  towards  her  bonnet. 

"  If  you  insist,"  he  said  quickly,  "  I  will  extract." 
•'  WeU."  she  said,  "  if  you  don't  caU  this  insisting, 
what  do  you  call  insisting?    Let  me  tell  you  I  did?t 
have  a  wink  cf  sleep  last  night!  " 

"  Neither  did  I,  in  your  confounded  hotel! "  he 
nearly  retorted;  but  thought  better  of  it. 
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The  Mayoress  resumed  her  seat,  taking  her  gloves  oft. 

"  It's  decided  then?  "  she  questioned. 

"  Certainly,"  said  he.    "  Is  your  heart  good?  " 

"  R  my  heart  good?  "  she  repeated.  "  Young  man, 
what  business  is  that  of  yours?  It's  my  tooth  I  want 
you  to  deal  with,  not  my  heart." 

"  I  must  give  you  gas,"  said  Mr  Cowlishaw,  faintly. 

"  Gas!  "  she  exclauned.  "  You'll  give  me  no  gas, 
young  man.  No!  My  heart  is  not  good.  I  should  die 
under  gas.  I  couldn't  bear  the  idea  of  gas.  You  must 
take  it  out  without  gas,  and  you  mustn't  hurt  me.  I'm  a 
perfect  baby,  and  you  mustn't  on  any  account  hurt  me." 

The  moment  was  crucial.  Supposing  that  he  re- 
fused— a  promising  career  might  be  nipped  in  the  bud; 
would,  undoubtedly,  be  nipped  in  the  bud.  Whereas, 
if  he  accepted  the  task,  the  patronage  of  the  aristocracy 
of  Hanbridge  was  within  his  grasp.  But  the  tooth  was 
colossal,  monumental.  He  estimated  the  length  of  its 
triple  root  at  not  less  than  75  inch. 

"  Very  well,  madam,"  he  said,  for  he  was  a  brave 
yoimgster. 

But  be  was  in  a  panic.  He  felt  as  though  he  were 
about  to  lead  the  charge  of  the  light  Brigade.  He 
wanted  a  stiff  drink.  (But  dentists  may  not  drink.) 
If  he  failed  to  wrench  the  monument  out  at  the  first  pull 
the  result  would  be  absolute  disaster;  in  an  instant  he 
would  have  ruined  the  practice  which  had  cost  him  so 
dear.  And  could  he  hope  not  to  fail  with  the  first  pull? 
At  best  he  would  hurt  her  indescribably.  However, 
having  consented,  he  was  obliged  to  go  through  with 
the  affair. 

He  took  every  possible  precaution.  He  chose  his 
most  vidous  instrument.  He  apphed  to  the  vicinity  of 
the  tootli  the  very  latest  substitute  for  cocaine;  he  pre- 
pared cotton  wool  and  warm  water  in  a  glass.  And  at 
length,  when  he  could  delay  the  fatal  essay  no  longer, 
he  said: 
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"  Now,  I  think  we  are  ready." 

•'  You  won't  hurt  me?  "  she  asked  anxiously. 

Not  a  bit,    he  replied,  with  an  admirable  simuJa- 
tion  of  gaiety. 

"  Because  if  you  do—" 

He  laughed.  But  it  was  a  hysterical  laugh.  All  his 
nerves  were  on  end.  And  he  was  very  conscious  of 
haying  had  no  sleep  during  the  previous  night.  He  had 
aackfeeh^.  The  room  swam.  He  collected  himself 
with  a  terrific  effort.  "•"«:" 

"  When  I  count  one,"  he  said,  "I  shall  take  hold; 
when  I  count  two  you  must  hold  very  tight  to  the  chair ' 
and  when  I  count  three,  out  it  will  come." 

Then  he  encircled  her  head  with  his  left  arm— 

brutally  as  dentBts  always  are  brutal  in  the  thrilling 

cnsis.    "  Wider!  "  he  shouted.  ^^ 

And  he  took  possession  of  that  tooth  with  his 

fiendish  contnvance  of  steel. 

"  One— two— " 

He  didn't  know  what  he  ./as  doing. 
There  \ras  no  three.  There  was:  a  slight  shriek  and 
a  thud  on  the  floor.  Mns  Simeon  Clowes  jumped  up  and 
bnskly  rang  a  bell.  The  attendant  rushed  in  The 
attendMt  saw  Mrs  Clowes  gurgling  into  a  handkerchief, 
which  she  pressed  to  her  mouth  with  one  hand,  while 
with  the  other,  in  which  she  held  her  bonnet,  she  was 
faniung  the  face  of  Mr  Cowlishaw.  Mr  Cowlishaw  had 
famted  from  nervous  excitement  under  fatigue  But 
his  unconscious  hand  held  the  forceps;  and  the  forceps 
victonous,  held  the  monumental  tooth. 

"  0-o-pen  the  window,"  spluttered  Mrs  Clowes  to 
the  attendant.  "  He's  gone  off;  he'U  come  to  in  a 
nmiute." 

She  was  flattered.  Mr  Cowlishaw  was  for  ever  en- 
deared to  Mrs  Clowes  by  this  singular  proof  of  her  im- 
pressiveness.  And  a  woman  hke  that  can  make  the 
fortune  of  half  a  dozen  dentists. 
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ARTHUR  COTTERILL  awoke.  It  was  not  ex- 
actly with  a  start  that  he  awoke,  but  rather  with 
a  swift  premonition  of  woe  and  disaster.  The  strong, 
bright  glare  from  the  patent  incandescent  street  lamp 
outside,  which  the  lavish  Corporation  of  Bursley  kept 
burning  at  the  full  till  long  after  dawn  in  winter,  illu- 
minated the  room  (through  the  green  blind)  almost 
as  well  as  it  illuminated  Trafalgar  Road.  He  clearly 
distinguished  every  line  of  the  form  of  his  brother 
Simeon,  fast  and  double-locked  in  sleep  in  the  next  bed. 
He  saw  also  the  open  trunk  by  the  dressing-table  in 
front  of  the  window.  Then  he  looked  at  the  clock  on 
the  mantelpiece,  the  silent  witness  of  the  hours.  And  a 
pair  of  pincers  seemed  to  clutch  his  heart,  and  an  anvil 
to  drop  on  his  stomach  and  rest  heavily  there,  producing 
an  awful  nausea.  Why  had  he  not  looked  at  the  clock 
before?  Was  it  possible  that  he  had  been  awake  even 
five  seconds  without  lookinf  at  the  clock — ^the  dock 
upon  which  it  seemed  that  his  very  life,  more  than  his 
life,  depended?  The  dock  showed  ten  minutes  to 
seven,  and  the  train'went  at  ten  minutes  past.  And  it 
was  quite  ten  minutes'  walk  to  the  station,  and  he  had 
to  dress,  and  button  those  new  boots,  and  finish  pack- 
ing— and  the  porter  from  the  station  was  late  in  coming 
for  the  trunk  I  But  perhaps  the  porter  had  aheady 
been ;  perhaps  he  had  rung  and  rung,  and  gone  away  in 
despair  of  making  himself  heard  (for  Mrs  Hopkins  slept 
at  the  back  of  the  house). 

ISO 
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Something  had  to  be  done.  Yet  what  could  he  do 
with  those  hard  pincers  pinching  his  soft,  yielding 
heart,  and  that  terrible  anvil  pressing  on  his  stomach? 
He  might  even  now,  by  omitting  all  but  the  stem  neces- 
sities of  his  toilet,  and  by  abandoning  the  trunk  and 
his  br>.  'ler,  just  catch  the  train,  the  indispensable  train. 
But  somehow  he  could  not  move.  Yet  he  was  indubi- 
tably awake. 

"  Simeon  I  "  he  cried  at  length,  and  sat  up. 

The  younger  Cotterill  did  not  stir. 

"  Siml "  he  cried  again,  and,  leaning  over,  shook 
the  bed. 

"  What's  up?  "  Simeon  demanded,  broad  awake  in  a 
second,  and,  as  usual,  calm,  impertm:bable. 

"We've  missed  the  train!  It's  ten — eight — 
minutes  to  seven,"  said  Arthur,  in  a  voice  which  com- 
bined reproach  and  terror.  And  he  sprang  out  of 
bed  and  began  with  hysteric  fury  to  sort  out  his- 
garments. 

Simeon  tvmed  slowly  on  his  side  and  drew  a  watch 
from  under  his  pillow.  Putting  it  close  to  his  face, 
Simeon  coidd  just  read  the  dial. 

"  It's  aU  right,"  he  said.  "  Still,  you'd  better  get 
up.  It's  eight  minutes  to  six.  We've  got  an  hour  and 
eighteen  minutes." 

"  What  do  you  mean?  That  clock  was  right  last 
night." 

"Yes.    But  I  altered  it." 

"  When?  " 

"  After  you  got  into  bed." 

"  I  never  saw  you." 

"No.    But  I  altered  it." 

"  Why?  " 

"  To  be  on  the  safe  side." 

"  Why  didn't  you  tell  me?  " 

"  If  I'd  told  you,  I  might  just  as  well  have  not  altered 
it.    The  man  who  puts  a  dock  on  and  then  goes  gab- 
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bling  aU  over  the  house  about  what  he  has  done  is  an 
ass;  in  fact,  to  call  him  an  ass  is  to  flatter  him." 

Arthur  tried  to  be  angry. 

" -niat's  aU  veiy  well—"  helbegan  to  grumble. 

But  he  could  not  be  angry.  The  pincers  and  the 
Mvil  had  suddenly  ceased  their  torment.  He  was  free. 
He  was  not  a  disgraced  man.  He  would  catch  the  train 
easily.  All  would  be  weU.  All  would  be  as  the  practical 
Smieon  had  arranged  that  it  should  be.  Andinadvanc- 
mg  the  clock  Simeon  had  acted  for  the  best  Of 
course,  it  was  safer  to  be  on  the  safe  side !  In  an  affair 
such  as  that  in  which  he  was  engaged,  he  felt,  and  he 
honestly  admitted  to  himself,  that  he  would  have  been 
nowhere  without  Simeon. 

«  Jl  L'f'»t**'*  **°^®  ^*'  "^'"  Simeon  enjoined  him. 
TJere  s  been  a  change  in  the  weather,  I  bet.    It's  as 
cold  as  the  very  deuce." 

Yes,  it  was  very  cold.  Arthur  now  noticed  the  cold. 
Strange— or  rather  not  strange— that  he  had  not  noticed 
It  before!  He  ht  the  gas  stove,  which  exploded  with  its 
usual  ^concerting  plop,  and  a  marvellously  agreeable 
warmth  began  to  charm  his  senses.  He  continued  his 
dressmg  as  near  as  possible  to  the  source  of  this  ex- 
quisite wannth.  Then  Simeon,  in  his  leisurely  manner, 
arree  out  of  bed  without  a  word,  put  his  feet  into  slippera 
and  ht  the  gas.  "^ 

"  I  never  thought  of  that,"  said  Arthur,  lauehine 
nervously.  -o-— ^ 

"Shows  what  a  state  you're  in,"  said  Simeon. 

Suneon  went  to  the  window  and  peeped  out  into  the 
silence  of  Trafalgar  Road. 

"  Slight  mist,"  he  observed. 

Arthur  felt  a  faint  return  of  the  pincers  and  anvil 
But  It  will  clear  off,"  Simeon  added. 

Then  Simeon  put  on  a  dressing-gown  and  padded 
out  of  the  room,  and  Arthur  heard  him  knock  at  another 
door  and  call: 


^^-^- 


CATCHING  THE  TRAIN  153 

"M«  Hopldns,  Mrs  Hopkins!"    And  then  the 
sound  of  a  door  opening. 

"  She  was  dressed  and  just  going  downstairs,"  said 
Simeon  when  he  returned  to  their  bedroom.  "  Break- 
tot  ready  in  ten  minutes.  She  set  the  table  last  night 
I  told  her  to." 

"  GoodI  "  Arthur  murmured. 

At  sixteen  minutes  past  six  they  were  both  dressed 
and  Simeon  was  showing  Arthur  that  Simeon  alone 
knew  how  to  pack  a  trunk.  At  twenty  minutes  past 
««  .V\';,?™''  ***  packed,  locked  and  strapped. 

What  about  getting  the  confounded  thing  down- 
stam?  "  Arthur  asked.  ^^ 

"When  the  porter  comes,"  said  Simeon,  "  he  and  I 
will  do  that.  It's  too  heavy  for  you  to  handle  " 
.-..,  i."*.  *wenty-one  they  were  having  breakfast  in  the 
httfe  dimng-room,  by  the  heat  of  another  gas-stove. 
And  /uihur  felt  that  all  was  weU,  and  that  in  postponing 
their  departure  till  that  morning  in  order  not  to  upsrt 
the  unniemorial  Christmas  dinner  of  their  Aunt  Sarah 
they  had  done  rightly.  At  half-past  six  they  had,  be^ 
tween  them,  drunk  five  cups  of  tea  and  eaten  four  eges 
four  shces  of  bacon,  and  about  a  pound  and  a  haS  of 
OTead.    Suneon,  with  what  was  surely  an  exaggeration 

t,!^r^^^^^i  ^^^  ^  P'P«'  '"idbSgan  to 
smoke.  They  had  forty  mmutes  in  which  to  catch  the 
Loop-Line  teain,  even  if  it  was  prompt.  There  would 
then  be  forty  mmutes  to  wait  at  Knype  for  the  London 
express,  which  amved  at  Euston  considerably  before 
noon.  After  which  there  would  be  a  clear  ninety 
mmutes  before  the  business  itself— and  less  than  a 
quarter  of  a  mile  to  walk!  Yes,  there  was  a  rich  and 
generous  margin  for  all  conceivable  delays  and  accidents 
The  porter  ought  to  be  coming,"  said  Simeon.  It 
^  twenty  minutes  to  seven,  and  he  was  brushing  his 

Now  such  a  remark  from  that  personification  of 
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calm,  that  living  denial  of  worry,  Simeon,  was  decidedly 
unsettling  to  Arthur.  By  chance,  Mrs  Hopldns  came 
mto  the  room  just  then  to  assure  herself  that  the  young 
men  whose  house  she  kept  desired  nothing. 

"  Mrs  Hopkins,"  Simeon  asked,  "  you  didn't  foreet 
to  call  at  the  station  last  night  ?  " 

"Oh  HO,  Mr  Simeon,"  said  she;  "I  saw  the 
second  porter,  Merrith.  He  knows  me.  At  least,  I 
know  his  mother— known  her  forty  year— and  he 
promised  me  he  wouldn't  forget.  Besides,  he  never 
has  fojgot,  has  he?  I  told  him  particular  to  brinK  his 
barrow."  ^ 

It  was  true  the  porter  never  had  foigottent  And 
many  times  had  he  transported  Simeon's  luggage  to 
Bleakridge  Station.  Simeon  did  a  good  deal  of  com- 
mercial traveUing  for  the  firm  of  A.  &  S.  Cotterill,  tea- 
pot makers,  Bursley.  In  many  commercial  hotels  he 
was  famiUarly  known  as  Teapot  CotterilL 

The  brothers  were  reassured  by  Mrs  Hopkins. 
There  was  half  an  hour  to  the  time  of  the  train— and 
the  station  only  ten  minutes  off.  Then  the  chimine 
clock  in  the  hall  struck  the  third  quarter. 

"That  clock  right? "  Arthur  nervously  inquired 
assuming  his  overcoat. 

"It's  a  minute  late,"  said  Simeon,  assuming  his 
overcoat.  * 

And  at  that  word  "  late,"  the  pincers  and  the  anvil 
revisited  Arthur.  Even  the  confidence  of  K's  Hopkins 
in  the  porter  was  shaken.  Arthur  looked  at  Simeon 
depending  on  him.  It  was  imperative  that  they  should 
catch  the  train,  and  it  was  imperative  that  the  trunk 
should  catch  the  train.  Everything  depended  on  a 
porter.  Arthur  felt  the,'  all  his  future  career,  his  hap- 
piness, his  honour,  his  life  depended  on  a  porter.  And 
after  all,  even  porters  at  a  pound  a  week  are  human! 
Therefore,  Arthur  looked  at  Simeon. 

Simeon  walked  through  the  kitchen  into  the  back- 
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yard.  In  a  shed  there  an  old  barrow  was  lying.  He 
drew  out  the  barrow,  and  ticklishly  wheeled  it  into  the 
house,  as  far  as  the  foot  of  the  stairs. 

"  Mrs  Hopkins,"  he  called.  "  And  you  tool  "  he 
glanced  at  Arthur. 

"  What  are  you  going  to  do?  "  Arthur  demanded. 

"  Wheel  the  trunk  to  the  station  myself,  of  course," 
Simeon  replied.  "  If  we  meet  the  porter  on  the  way, 
so  much  the  better  for  us .  .  .  and  so  much  the  worse  for 
himi "  he  added. 


II 

It  was  just  as  dark  as  though  it  had  been  midnight- 
dark  and  excessively  cold ;  not  a  ray  of  hope  in  the  sky ; 
not  a  sigtt  of  life  in  the  street.  All  Bursley,  and,  indeed, 
all  the  Five  Towns,  were  sleeping  off  the  various  conse- 
quences of  Christmas  on  the  human  frame.  Trafalgar 
Road,  with  its  double  row  of  lamps,  each  exactly  like 
that  one  in  front  of  the  house  of  the  Cotterills,  stretched 
downwards  into  the  dead  heart  of  Bursley,  and  upwards 
over  the  brow  of  the  hill  into  space.  And  although 
Arthur  Cotterill  knew  Trafalgar  Road  as  well  as  Mrs 
Hopkins  knew  the  hundred  and  twenty-first  Psahn,  the 
effect  of  the  scene  on  him  was  most  uncanny.  He 
watched  Simeon  persuade  the  loaded  barrow  down  the 
step  into  the  tiny  front  garden,  not  daring  to  help  him, 
because  Simeon  did  not  like  to  be  helped  by  clumsy 
people  in  delicate  operations.  Mis  Hopkins  was  rapidly 
pouring  all  the  goodness  of  her  soul  into  his  ear,  when 
Simeon  and  the  barrow  reached  the  pavement,  and 
Simeon  staggered  and  recovered  himself. 

"  Look  out,  Arthur,"  Simeon  cried.  "  The  road's 
like  glass.  It's  rained  in  the  night,  and  now  it's  freez- 
ing.   Come  along." 

Arthur  teide  adieu  to  Mis  Hopkins. 
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"Eh,  Mr  Arthur,"  said  she.    "  Thiiws'll  be  different 

when  ye  come  back,  this  time  a  monto^  "* 

He  said  nothing.    The  pincers  and  the  anvil  wer* 

droSKeS!*'*'  *^  -^  °*  *he  barrow,  and  then 
"^t7Zf"''^  "he  demanded  of  Arthur. 

*'  Yes,"  said  Arthur,  comprehending 
liJZ'^^'Xr!^^'"^"-  Better  give  it  me. 
.■^^^"^  ^^l^oned  his  overcoat,  took  off  his  left 
fc  *«t<^f«*  fr°»  one  of  his  pockets  a  smaU,  bright 
object  which  shone  under  the  Sreet  lamr^sC 
took  It  silently     Then  he  definitely  sei^d  the  Sj~f 

traonJin!^  ^^  ,^^  •'°**'  *"'  Simeon  had  an  ex- 
traordmajy  gift  of  celerity.  It  was  eleven  minutesTo 
seven.  Nevertheless,  Arthur  felt  the  pincers,  and  the 
feel  pfthe  pm.^  „«de  him  look  at  his^S. 

see  nere,  said  Simeon,  briefly.  "  You  needn'f 
worry.  We  shaU  catch  that  i^ain.  We've  got  ^Tt^ 
mnutes,  Md  we  shall  get  to  the  station  in  iSe."  ffi 
exertion  of  wheehng  the  barrow  over  what  was  practi- 
cally a  sheet  of  rough  ice  made  him  speakin  ^rtSS 

in  fi«^W  ^°'  '^^P^'^^  »d  ttHnvil  to  rS 
«  r    J!^^  ^^^d,  almost  god-Uke  tone! 
tioodi     murmured  Arthur.    "  Bv  Tovp  hut  ,*'= 
cold  though!  "  ^  J     *'  °"*  *** 

•'  I've  never  been  hotter  in  my  life  "  said  <;im«m 
puflfing.    "Except  in  my  hands."  *^<*  Smieon, 

Can't  I  take  it  for  a  bit?  " 
4iJv^'''A^  '^'^'"  '^^  Simeon.    At  the  robust 
laughed.    The  party  became  gay.    The  pincers  and  the 
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mi\tJ  wwe  gone  for  ever.  Simeon  turned  gingerly  into 
PoUardSteeet-half-way  to  the  station.  A^dbut 
to  deK^nd  Pollard  Street  and  climb  the  path  across  the 
onder-heaps  beyond,  and  they  would  be,  as  it  were,  in 
harbour.  In  Pollard  Street  Simeon  had  the  happy  idea 
of  takmg  to  the  roadway.  It  was  rougher,  and;  there- 
fore, less  dangerous,  than  the  pavement.  At  intervals 
he  shoved  the  wheel  of  the  barrow  by  main  force  over 
a  stone. 

"Put  my  hat  straight,  will  j  ,u? "  he  asked  of  Arthur, 
and  Arthur  obeyed.  It  was  becoming  a  task  under  the 
wmter  stars. 

Then  Arthur  happened  to  notice  the  wheel  of  the 
barrow— Its  sole  wheel. 

"  I  say,"  he  said,  "  what's  up  with  that  wheel?  " 
Its  rocky,  that's  what  that  wheel  is,"  repUed 
Simeon.    "  I  hope  it  will  hold  out." 

iMtead  of  pushing  the  barrow  he  was  now  holdinjt 
It  back,  down  the  slant  of  Pollard  Street.  The  mist  had 
cleared.  And  Arthur  could  see  the  red  gleam  of  a  signal 
m  the  neighbourhood  of  the  station.  But  now  the 
pmcers  and  the  anvil  were  at  him  again,  for  Simeon's 
tone  was  alarmmg.  It  indicated  that  the  wobbline 
wheel  of  the  barrow  might  not  hold  out. 

The  catastrophe  happened  when  they  were  climbinc 
the  cmder-slope  and  within  two  hundred  yards  of  tte 
Uttle  station.  Simeon  was  propelling  with  all  his  might 
and  he  propelled  the  wheel  against  half  a  brick.  The 
wheel  collapsed.  There  was  a  spUntering  even  of  the 
mam  timbers  of  the  vehicle  as  the  immense  weight  of 
the  trunk  crashed  to  the  soHd  earth. 

Simeon  fell,  and  rose  with  difficulty,  standing  on  one 
leg,  and  terribly  grimacing. 

He  said  nothing,  but  consulted  his  watch  by  the  aid 
01  a  fusee. 

"^  We  must  cany  it,"  Arthur  suggested  wildly. 
v\e  can't  cany  it  up  here.    It's  much  too  heavy." 
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Arthur  remembered  the  tremendous  weight  of  even 
«o.    It  could  not  be  carried. 
ttT  "    a^'k'  "*f  I*"**". "  I've  sprained  my  ankle.  I 

"  n^*  SS  '***.°  "^"^  "  ^'*'>"'  "''WJ  tragically. 
withoS^L^/'  k'  P''^«=*'y  ""PJ"    You  musrgo 
»rlh«     -    ~'y''°^'  ™n  to  the  station,  and  try  to 
get  the  porter  down  here  with  another  barlow."  ^ 

♦h.^?  "^^*  *=*'™'  "^  ''^nite  resource.  Thouah 
the  pmcers  and  the  anvil  were  horribly  tortuiW  S? 
Ujat  moment.  Arthur  could  not  but  admire^™ 
brother's  astounding  sangfroid  ""/ounger 

And  he  set  off. 

♦hi^^*"'  "  Simeon  called  him  peremptorily.  "  Take 
this-in  case  you  don't  come  badk."  ^ 

And  he  handed  him  the  small  bright  object. 
But  I  must  come  back.    I  can't  oossiblv  »«  ™*». 
out  tte  trunk.    All  my  things  ai^itT^"^  "^^  *'*'*■ 

the^'^f ^esta'JL""'"*"^  ''''  ""'"^  ^^^  »* 
^Jere's   Merrith?"   he   began.    "He   was   to 

"  Merrith's  mother  is  dead— died  at  five  o'dorlr  " 
said  the  semor  porter.    "  And  I'm  he^  ^  Lone?' 
Arthur  stopped  as  if  shot. 

bar^'oS^""'"   ***    "'^vered   himself.    "Lend    me   a 

"  I  rfiall  lend  ye  no  barrow.    It's  ai?ainst  the  rul«. 
Since  they  transferred   our   stationnK  to  £ 

et^da*;^  "•  ^'^'^'^  ^'^  »>-  -lly  [well  2j§ 

"  But  I  must  have  a  barrow  " 
a  braJe!^  '"***  ^^  ""  '^°*'"  ^^  ^  *«^°'  Porter, 
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A  signal  dose  to  Um  signal-box  clattered  down  from 
red  to  green. 

"  Her's  signalled,"  said  the  senior  porter.    "Are  ye 
travelling  by  her?  "  ' 

Arthur  had  to  decide  in  a  moment.  Mtist  hf  nr  must 
he  not  abandon  Simeon  and  the  trunk?  V  J.-i,  a 
procession  of  lights,  could  be  seen  in  "«  '•t'"i«v 
under  the  black  slqr.  He  gave  one  g''  .  •  a  U,. 
direction  of  Simeon  and  the  trunk,  anr*  i...ij  e-  u;  ;d 
the  station. 

Simeon  had  been  right.    He  did  atch  Un  ^rain. 

It  was  fortunate  that  there  was  a  ide  rr; .  ,'iTi  bi 
tween  the  advertised  time  of  arrival  oi  tlie  J  ity  Cf..,j 
train  at  Knype  and  the  departure  ther'^fioni  o'  th 
London  express.  For,  beyond  Hanbridge,  thr  •  oop- 
Lme  train  came  to  a  standstill,  and  obstina..  re- 
mained at  a  standstill  for  near  upon  forty  minutes. 
Dawn  began  and  completed  itself  while  that  train  re- 
posed there.  Things  got  to  such  a  point  that,  despite  the 
intense  cold,  the  few  passengers  stuck  their  heads  out  of 
the  windows  and  kept  them  there.  Arthur  suffered 
unspeakably.  He  imparted  his  awful  anxiety  to  an  old 
man^  m  the  same  compartment.    And  the  old  man  said : 

They  always  keep  the  express  waiting  for  the  Loop 
Moreover,  you've  plenty  o'  time  yet." 

He  knew  that  the  Loop  was  supposed  to  catch  the 
express,  and  that  in  actual  practice  it  did  catch  it  He 
knew  that  there  was  yet  enough  time.  Still,  he  con- 
tmued  to  suffer.  He  continued  to  believe,  at  the  bot- 
tom of  his  heart,  that  on  this  morning,  of  all  mornings 
the  Loop  would  not  catch  the  express.  ' 

However,  he  was  wrong.  The  Loop  caught  the 
express,  though  it  was  a  nearish  thing.  He  dashed 
down  mto  the  subterranean  passage  at  Knype  Station 
reappeared  on  the  up-platform,  ran  to  the  fore-part  of 
"^.express,  which  was  in  and  waiting,  and  jumped;  a 
porter  banged  the  door,  a  guard  inspired  the  driver  by  a 
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tune  on  a  whistle,  and  off  went  the  express.  Arthurwas 
now  safe.  Nothing  ever  happened  to  a  North-Westem 
express.  He  was  safe.  He  was  shorn  of  his  luMjaKe 
(almost,  but  not  quite,  indispensable)  and  of  SiSeOT; 
but  he  was  safe.  He  could  not  be  disgraced  in  the 
world  s  eyi;.  He  thought  of  poor,  gallant,  imperturb- 
able sprained  Smieon  freezing  on  the  trunk  n  the 
nudole  of  the  cinder-waste. 


ni 

The  ta-ain  stopped  momentarily  at  a  station  which  he 
thought  to  be  Lichfield.  Then  (out  of  his  waking 
dreams)  it  seemed  to  him  that  Lichfield  Station  had 
strangely  grown  in  length,  and  just  as  the  train  was 
drawmg  out  he  saw  the  word  "  Stafford  "  in  immense 
white  enamelled  letters  on  a  blue  ground.  There  was 
nobody  else  in  the  compartment.  His  heart  and 
stomach  in  a  state  of  frightful  torture,  he  sprang  out  of 
It— not  on  to  the  line,  but  into  the  corridor  (for  it  was  a 
comdor  train)  and  into  the  next  compartment,  where 
were  seated  two  men. 

"  Is  this  the  London  train?  "  he  demanded,  not  con- 
cealing his  terror. 

"  No,  it  isn't.  It's  the  Birmingham  train,"  said  one 
of  the  men  fiercely— a  sort  of  a  Levite. 

■'  Great  heavens!  "  ejaculated  Arthur  CotteriU. 
You  ought  to  inquire  before  you  get  into  a  train  " 
said  the  Levite. 

"  The  fact  is,"  said  the  other  man,  who  was  perhaps 
a  cousm  of  a  Good  Samaritan,  "  the  express  from  Man- 
chester IS  spUt  up  at  Knype— one  part  for  London,  and 
the  other  part  for  Birmingham." 

"^  1  know  that."  said  Arthur  CotteriU. 

"  Ever  since  I  can  remember  the  London  part  has 
gone  off  first."  "^ 
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'  I've  travelled  by  it  lots 


"  Of  course,"  said  Arthur; 
of  times." 

"  But  they  altered  it  only  last  week  " 
"  I  only  just  caught  the  train."  Arthur  breathed. 
^^  Seems  to  me  you  didn't  catch  it,"  said  the  Levite. 
/  mua  be  t»  London  before  two  o'clock"  said 
Arthur,  and  he  said  it  so  solemnly,  he  said  it  with  so 
mu^  of  his  immortal  soul,  that  even  the  Levite  was 
startled  out  of  his  callous  indifference. 
.u  11^1^  ^  expresses  from  Birmingham  to  London 
that  do  the  journey  in  two  hours,"  said  he. 

"Let  us  see,"  said  the  cousin  of  a  Good  Samaritan. 
Icmdly,  opening  a  bag  and  producing  Bradshaw. 

And  he  explained  to  Arthur  that  the  train  reached 
New  Street,  Bu-mingham.  at  10.45,  and  that,  by  a  singu- 
lar good  fortune,  a  very  fast  express  left  New  Street  at 
11.40,  and  arrived  at  Euston  at  1.45. 

Arthur  thanked  him  and  retired  with  his  pincers  and 
anvil  to  his  own  compartment. 

He  was  a  ruined  man,  a  disgraced  man.  The  loss  of 
his  trunk  was  now  nothing.  At  the  best  he  would  be 
over  half  an  hour  late,  and  it  was  quite  probable  that  he 
would  be  too  late  altogether.  He  pictured  the  other 
people  waitmg,  waiting  for  him  anxiously,  as  minute 
after  mmute  passed,  until  the  fatal  hour  struck.  The 
whole  affair  was  unthinkable.  Simeon's  fault,  of  course, 
buneon  had  convinced  him  that  to  go  up  to  London  on 
Umstmas  Day  would  be  absurd,  whereas  it  was  now 
evident  that  to  go  up  to  London  on  Christmas  Day  was 
obviously  the  only  prudent  thing  to  do.    Awful! 

The  train  to  Birmingham  was  in  an  ironical  mood 
for  It  ran  mto  New  Street  to  the  very  minute  of  the  time- 
table. Thus  Arthur  had  fifty-five  futile  minutes  to  pass 
At  another  time  New  Street,  as  the  largest  single  station 
in  the  British  Empire,  might  have  interested  him.  But 
now  It  was  no  more  interesting  than  Puigatory  when  you 
know  where  you  are  ultimately  going  to.    He  sought 
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out  the  tekgraph-office,  and  telegraphed  to  London— 
a  despairing,  yet  a  manly  telegram.  Then  he  sought  out 
the  refreshment-room,  and  ordered  a  whisky.  He  was 
just  putting  the  whisky  to  his  Ups  when  he  remem- 
bered that  if,  after  all,  he  did  arrive  in  time,  the  whisky 
would  amount  to  a  serious  breach  of  manners.  So  he 
put  the  glass  down  untasted,  and  the  barmaid  justifiably 
felt  herself  to  have  been  insulted. 

He  watched  the  slow  formation  of  the  Birmingham- 
London  express.  He  also  watched  the  various  clocks. 
For  whole  hours  the  fingers  of  the  clocks  never  budged, 
and  even  then  they  would  show  an  advance  of  only  a 
minute  or  two. 

"  Is  this  the  train  for  London?  "  he  asked  an  in- 
spector at  11.35. 

"  Can't  you  see  ?  "  said  the  inspector,  brightly.  As  a 
fact,  "  Euston  "  was  written  all  over  the  train.  But 
Arthiu'  wanted  to  be  sure  this  time. 

The  express  departed  from  Birmingham  with  the 
nicest  exactitude,  and  covered  itself  with  glory  as  far  as 
Watford,  when  it  ran  into  a  mist,  and  lost  more  than  a 
quarter  of  an  hour,  besides  ruining  Arthur's  career. 

Arthur  arrived  in  London  at  one  minute  past  two. 
He  got  out  of  the  train  with  no  plan.  The  one  feasible 
enterprise  seemed  to  be  that  of  suicide. 

"  Come  on,  now,"  said  a  voice— a  voice  that  stag- 
gered Arthur.  It  was  a  man  with  a  crutch  who  spoke. 
It  was  Suneon.  "  Come  on,  quick,  and  don't  talk  too 
much!  To  the  hotel  first."  Suneon  hobbled  forward 
rapidly,  and  somehow  (he  could  not  explain  how)  the 
anvil  and  pincers  bkd  left  Arthur. 

"  I  got  hold  of  a  milk-cart  with  a  sharpened  horse, 
and  drove  to  Knype.  Horse  fell  once,  but  he  picked 
himself  up  again.  Cost  me  a  sovereign.  Only  just 
caught  the  train.  Shouldn't  have  caught  it  if  they  hadn't 
sent  off  the  Birmingham  part  before  the  London  part. 
I  was  astonished,  I  can  tell  you,  not  to  find  you  at 
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Euston.  Went  to  the  hotel.  Found  'em  all  waiting, 
of  coui^,  and  practically  weeping  over  a  telegram  from 
you.  However,  I  soon  arranged  things.  Had  to  buy  a 
cratch.  .  .  .  Here,  boy,  liftl  "  They  were  in  the 
hotel. 

On  a  bed  all  Arthur's  finest  clothes  were  laid  out 
The  famous  trunk  was  at  the  foot  of  the  bed 

"  Quick!  " 

"But  look  here!"  Arthur  remonstrated.  "It's 
after  two  now." 

"Well,  if  it  is?  We've  got  till  three.  I've  arranged 
with  the  mandarin  chap  for  a  quarter  to  three." 

"  I  thought  these  things  couldn't  occur  after  two 
o'clock — by  law." 

"  That's  what's  the  matter  with  you,"  said  Simeon; 
"  you  think  too  much.  The  two  o'clock  law  was  altered 
years  ago.  Had  anything  to  eat?  "  He  was  helping 
Arthur  with  buttons. 

"  No." 

"I  expected  not.    Here!     Swallow  this  whisky" 

"  Not  I!  "  Arthur  protested  in  a  startled  tcne 

"  Why  not?  " 

"  Because  I  shall  have  to  kiss  her  after  the  ceremony. 

"  Bosh ! "  said  Simeon.  "  Drink  it.  Besides,  there's 
no  kissing  in  a  Registry  Office.  You're  thinking  of  a 
church.  I  wish  you  wouldn't  think  so  much.  Here! 
Now  the  necktie,  you  cuckoo!  " 

In  three  minutes  they  were  driving  rapidly  through 
the  London  mist  towards  the  other  sex,  and  in  a  quarter 
of  an  hour  there  was  one  bachelor  the  less  in  this  vale  of 
tears. 


THE  WIDOW  OF  THE 
BALCONY 


'T'HEY  stood  at  the  window  of  her  boudoir  in  the  new 
L  house  which  Stephen  Cheswardine  had  recently 
bought  at  Sneyd.  The  stars  were  pursuing  their  orbits 
overhead  m  a  clear  dark  velvet  sky,  except  to  the  north, 
where  the  industrial  fires  and  smoke  of  the  Five  Towns 
had  completely  put  them  out.  But  even  these  distant 
signs  of  rude  labour  had  a  romantic  aspect,  and  did  not 
impair  the  general  romance  of  the  scene.  Charlie  had 
loved  her;  he  loved  her  still;  and  she  gave  him  odd 
minutes  of  herself  when  she  could,  just  to  keep  him 
ahye.  Moreover,  there  was  the  log  fire  richly  crackling 
m  the  weU-grate  of  the  boudoir;  there  was  the  feminkl^ 
ness  of  the  boudoir  (dimly  lit),  and  the  soft  splendour  of 
her  gown,  and  behind  all  that,  pervading  the  house, 
the  gay  rumour  of  the  party.  And  in  front  of  them  the 
wmdow-panes,  and  beyond  the  window-panes  the  stars 
in  theu-  orbits.  Doubtless  it  was  such  influences  which 
despite  ^veral  degrees  of  frost  outside,  gave  to  Charlie 
Woodrufi  s  thoughts  an  Italian,  or  Spanish  turn  He 
said: 

"  Stephen  ought  to  have  this  window  turned  into  a 
French  wmdow,  and  build  you  a  balcony.  It  could 
easily  be  done.  Just  the  view  for  a  balcony.  You  can 
see  Sneyd  Lake  from  here."  (You  could.  People  were 
skating  on  it.) 

He  did  not  add  that  you  could  see  the  Sneyd  Golf 
Lmks  from  there,  and  vice  versa.    I  doubt  if  the  idea 
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occurred  to  him,  but  as  he  was  an  active  member  of  the 
Sneyd  Golf  Club  it  would  certainly  have  presented  itself 
to  hun  m  due  season. 

"  What  a  lovely  scheme!  •  Vera  exclaimed  enthusi- 
astically. 

It  appealed  to  her.  It  appealed  to  all  that  was 
romantic  m  her  bird-like  soul.  She  did  not  see  the 
Imks;  she  did  not  see  the  lake;  she  just  saw  herself  in 
exquisite  frocks,  lighUy  lounging  on  the  balcony  in  high 
summer,  and  dreaming  of  her  own  beauty. 

"  And  have  a  striped  awning,"  she  said 

"  Yes,"  he  said.    "  Make  Stephen  do  it  " 

"I  will,"  she  said.  ^ 

At  that  moment  Stephen  came  in,  with  his  bald  head 
and  his  forty  years. 

"  I  say!  "  he  demanded.    "  What  are  you  up  to'  " 

"  We  were  just  watching  the  skaters,"  said  Vera 
And  the  wonders  of  the  night,"  said  Charlie, 
chuclding  characteristically.    He  always  laughed  at 
himself.    He  was  a  philosopher.    He  and  Stephen  had 
been  fast  fnends  from  infancy. 

"  WeU,  you'd  just  better  skate  downstairs,"  said 
Stephen.  (No  romance  in  Stephen!  He  was  netting 
a  couple  of  thousand  a  year  out  of  the  manufacture  of 
toilet-sets,  m  aU  that  smoke  to  the  north.  How  could 
you  expect  him  to  be  romantic?) 

"  CharUe  was  saying  how  nice  it  would  be  for  me  to 
lave  a  French  window  here,  and  a  marble  balcony  " 
Vera  remarked.  It  had  not  taken  her  long  to  think  of 
marble.    "  You  must  do  it  for  me,  Steve  " 

"Bosh!  "  said  Stephen.  " That's  just  Uke  you, 
Charhe.    What  an  ass  you  are!  " 

"  Oh,  but  you  must  I  "  said  Vera,  in  that  tone  which 
meant  busmess,  and  which  also  meant  trouble  for 
Stephen. 

"  She's  come,"  Stephen  announced  curtly,  deter- 
nuned  to  put  trouble  off. 
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"  I  thought  you  said 
But  she's 


'  cried  Vera. 


"Oh,  has  she? 
she  wouldn't." 

"  She  hesitated,  because  she  was  afraid 
come  after  all,"  Stephen  answered. 

"  What  fun!  "  Vera  murmured. 
th.M  ^  °?  dovmstairs  back  again  into  the  midst  of 
the  black  coats  and  the  white  toilettes  and  the  hoUv- 
clad  electncity  of  her  Christmas  gathering  ^ 


II 

The  news  that  she  had  come  was  aU  over  the  noisy  house 
in  a  mmute  and  it  had  the  astonishing  effect  of  produc- 
Sf„lY.r«''ur«"^  ^  describSl  as  a  silen^i  It 
stopped  the  reckless  waltzing  of  the  piano  in  the  draw- 
S^ThTli-  •V*°PP«'J.">«  <=-dde  incident  to  Z^l 
m  he  bilhard-room;  It  even  stopped  a  good  deal  of  the 
whispering  mider  the  Chinese  lantei^  beneath  the 
sta«s  and  m  the  alcove  at  the  top  of  the  stairs.  wj!2t 
It  did  not  stop  was  the  consumption  of  mince-oies 

^i^*"^P.^  '^^  '"^^^  bre^ast-rooiT^JSte 
mumbled  about  her  between  munches 

thA-,'^"^  been  sustained  with  turkey  and  beer  in 
the  kitchen,  was  led  by  the  backstairs  up  to  Vera^ver^ 
boudou-,  ttat  being  the  only  suitable  roSm.  ^d  there 
she  waited.  She  was  a  woman  of  about  forty-frve  fl? 
unf^  (m  the  physical  sense),  and  mitidy.  Of  hei 
hands  the  less  said  the  better.  She  had  protebly  nev^ 
sZ  ?f  ^  P'f  T"^  «=oiffe"  in  her  life.  Her  fom  wS 
straitly  confined  m  an  atrocious  dress  of  linsey-woolsev 
Mid  she  wore  an  apron  that  was  neither  white  nor  black' 

putting  a  hat-pm  to  a  purpose  which  hat-pins  do  not 
usually  serve.  She  gained  an  honest  hving  by  p^tS 
green  leaves  on  yeUow  wash-basins  in  Itephen^  r J 
nowned   earthenware   manufactory.    She   spoke    tb^ 
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dialect  of  the  people.  She  had  probably  never  heard  of 
Christian  Science,  bridge,  Paquin,  Panhard,  Father 
Vaughan,  the  fall  of  consols,  osprey  plumes,  nor  the  new 
theology.  Nobody  in  the  house  knew  her  name;  even 
Stephen  had  forgotten  it.  And  yet  the  whole  house  was 
agog  concerning  her. 

The  fact  was  that  in  the  painting-shops  of  the 
various  manufactories  where  she  had  painted  green 
leaves  on  yellow  wash-basins  (for  in  all  her  Ufe  she  had 
done  Kttle  else)  she  possessed  a  reputation  as  a  prophet, 
seer,  oracle,  fortune-teller— what  you  will.  Polite  persons 
would  perhaps  never  have  heard  of  her  reputation,  the 
toiUng  milhons  of  the  Five  Towns  being  of  a  rather 
secretive  nature  in  such  mattere,  had  not  the  subject 
of  fortune-teUing  been  made  prominent  in  the  district 
by  the  celebrated  incident  of  the  fashionable  pahnist. 
The  fashionable  palmist,  having  thriven  enormously  in 
B<Mjd  Street,  had  undertaken  a  tour  through  the  pro- 
vinces and  had  stopped  several  days  at  Hanbridge  (our 
metropolis),  where  he  had  an  immense  vogue  until  the 
Hanbridge  poUce  hit  on  the  -^'ngular  idea  of  prosecuting 
him  for  an  unlawful  vagabond.  Stripped  of  twenty 
pounds  odd  in  the  guise  of  a  fine  and  costs,  and  having 
narrowly  missed  the  rigours  of  our  county  jail,  that 
fashionable  palmist  and  soothsayer  had  returned  to 
Bond  Street  full  of  hate  and  respect  for  Midland  justice, 
which  fears  not  and  has  a  fist  Uke  a  navvy's.  The  atten- 
tion of  the  Five  Towns  had  thus  been  naturally  drawn 
to  fortune-teUing  in  general.  And  it  was  deemed  that  in 
securing  a  local  celebrity  (quite  an  amateur,  and  there- 
fore, it  was  uncertainly  hoped,  on  the  windy  side  of  the 
law)  for  the  diversion  of  his  Christmas  party  Stephen 
Cheswardine  tiad  done  a  stylish  and  original  thing. 

Of  course  no  one  in  the  house  beheved  in  fortune- 
telling.  Oh  no!  But  as  an  amusement  it  was  amusing. 
As  fun,  it  was  fun.  She  did  her  business  with  tea-leaves : 
so  the  tale  ran.    This  was  not  considered  to  be  very  dis- 
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SSJ^!5-*  A  crystal  or  even  cards,  or  the  anatomy  of 

'•Yougol" 

"  No,  you  go." 

"Ohl   /'m  not  going,"  (a  superior  laugh),  etc 

inL^^  '^*^^f  *  ""''=^  younger  sister),  the  pair  hav- 
ing been  engaged  to  be  married  for  exactly  to^^tl 

Sdta^'ln^:  ^'  "^^  ^«y  ascenlT  Wu2?^ 
ana  brave.    In  a  moment  Jack  Hall  descended  alon? 

I^'^T'^'if'*^  ^*^  *h«  ^  handkeS  thafv^ 
todgedm  his  beautiful  white  waistcoat.    The  ,^tch^ 

Sl'tSt  W™1  f^J^'  ^^ »»-«  recelJ^'ffelwo 
sexes  together,  and  had  expelled  him.  This  inddent 
greatly  enhanced  the  witch's  reputation  £ 
Stephen  happened  to  mention  that  he  h^d  heard  ttS 
the  woman's  mother,  and  her  grandmotl^r  S  her 
^d   been   fortune-tellers.    Somehow   tJut   stSnt 

^T^  *°i*"'"'  ^ve'ylxxly  full  in  the  faoS  it  s^t  aJ^^ 
^  the  authonty  of  the  witch,  made  her  g^^f  ^ 
an  uncaimy  feehng  seemed  to  spread  throughtoe  ho^ 
as  ttie  house  waited  for  Cissy  to  reappear  ^ 

♦„M  f/^'y  *'""^'"  ^^  Cissy,  on  emeigini!  "  She 
told  me  all  sorts  of  things."  '«'«««•       sue 

^^^u''Fl?^^^^  **  ^«  'f""*  of  tie  stairs. 
What  did  she  teU  you.'  " 

1.** "  ^^"'  5^®  ^**  ^  ""St  expect  a  ven-  imoortant 
letter  ma  few  days,  and  much  would  dep^nn^Tt 

iTmb^rTn/ •""  "^T.  ^  «>«  ^  big  removal  a  w' 
lumbering  piece  of  furniture,  and  I  shall  co  a  in,.™£! 
over  water.  It's  quite  right,Vou  knot^"  I  supS  t^^ 
i^%\oZ.T^r-  I  ^^^  it  is,  anyway.^^d^'i? 


in 
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Thenceforward  the  witch  without  a  name  held  con- 
tinuous receptions  in  the  boudoir,  and  the  boudoir 
gradually  grew  into  an  abode  of  mystery  and  strange- 
ne»,  hypnotizing  the  entire  house.  People  went 
thither;  people  came  back;  and  those  who  had  not  been 
pictured  to  themselves  something  very  incantatory, 
and  little  by  little  they  made  up  their  minds  to  go. 
Some  thought  the  woman  excellent,  others  said  it  was 
all  rot.  But  none  denied  that  it  was  interesting.  None 
could  possibly  deny  that  the  fortune-telling  had  killed 
eveiy  other  diversion  provided  by  the  hospitable  Stephen 
and  Vera  (except  the  refreshments).  The  most  scornful 
scoffers  made  a  concession  and  kindly  consented  to  go  to 
the  boudoir.  Stephen  went.  CharUe  went.  Even  the 
Mayor  of  Hanbridge  went  (not  being  on  the  borough 
Bench  that  night). 

But  Vera  would  not  go.  A  genuine  fear  was  upon 
her.  Christmases  had  always  been  unlucky  for  her 
peace  of  mind.  And  she  was  highly  superstitious.  Yet 
she  wanted  to  go;  she  was  burning  to  go,  all  the  while 
assuring  her  guests  that  nothing  would  induce  her  to  go. 
The  party  drew  to  a  close,  and  pair  by  pair  the  revellers 
drove  off,  or  walked,  into  the  romantic  night.  Then 
Stephen  told  Vera  to  give  the  woman  half-a-sovereign 
and  let  her  depart,  for  it  was  late.  And  in  paying  the 
half-sovereign  to  the  woman  Vera  was  suddenly  over- 
come by  temptation  and  asked  for  her  fortune.  The 
woman's  grimy  simpUcity,  her  smiling  face,  the  com- 
monness of  her  teapot,  her  utter  unlikeness  to  anything 
in  the  first  act  of  Macbeth,  encouraged  Vera  to  beheve 
in  her  magic  powers.  Vera's  hand  trembled  as, 
under  instructions,  she  tipped  the  tea-leaves  into  the 
saucer. 

"  Ayl  "  said  the  witch,  in  broadest  Staffordshire, 
running  her  objectionable  hand  up  and  down  the 
buttons  of  her  linsey-wolsey  bodice,  and  gently  agitating 
the  saucer.    "Theer's  a  widder  theer."    [There's  a 
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widow  there.]    "  Yo'll  be  havin'  a  letter,  or  it  mit  be  a 
tallicram — " 

Vera  wouldn't  hear  any  more.  Her  one  fear  in  life  was 
the  fear  of  Stephen's  death  (though  she  did  console  Charlie 
with  nice  smiles  and  lots  of  UU-i-UU),  and  here  was  this 
fiendish  Witch  directly  foreseeing  the  dreadful  event. 


m 

Every  day  for  many  days  Stephen  expected  to  have  to 
take  part  in  a  pitched  battle  about  the  proposed  balcony. 
The  sweet  enemy,  however,  did  not  seem  to  be  in  fight- 
ing form.  It  is  true  that  she  mentioned  the  balcony, 
but  she  mentioned  it  in  quite  a  reasonable  spirit.  As- 
tounding as  the  statement  may  appear  to  any  personal 
acquaintance  of  Vera's,  Vera  diowed  a  capacity  to  per- 
ceive that  there  were  two  sides  to  the  question.  When 
Stephen  pointed  out  that  balconies  were  unsuited  to  the 
English  climate,  she  almost  agreed.  When  he  said  that 
balconies  were  dangerous  and  that  to  have  a  safe  one 
would  necessitate  the  strengthening  of  the  wall,  she 
merely  replied,  with  wonderful  meekness,  that  she  only 
weighed  seven  stone  twelve.  When  he  informed  her 
that  the  breakfast-room,  already  not  too  light,  was 
underneath  the  proposed  balcony,  which  would  further 
darken  it,  she  kept  an  angelic  silence.  And  when  he 
showed  her  that  the  view  from  the  proposed  balcony 
would  in  any  case.  >«  marred  by  the  immense  pall  of 
Five  Towns  smoke  to  the  south,  she  still  kept  an  angelic 
silence. 

Stephen  could  not  understand  it. 

Nor  was  this  all.  She  became  extraordinarily 
soUcitous  for  his  welfaie,  especially  in  the  matter  of 
health.  She  wrapped  him  up  when  he  went  out,  and 
unpacked  him  when  he  came  in.  She  cautioned  him 
against  draughts,  overwork,  microbes,  and  dietary  in- 
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diicretioM.  Thanks  to  regular  boxing  exercise,  his  old 
dyspepsia  had  almost  entirely  disappeared,  but  this  did 
not  prevent  her  from  watching  every  mouthful  that 
vanished  under  the  portals  of  his  moustache.  And  she 
superintended  his  boxing  too.  She  made  a  point  of 
being  present  whenever  he  and  Charlie  boxed,  and  she 
would  force  Charlie  to  cease  fighting  at  the  oddest 
moments.  She  was  flat  against  having  a  motor-car; 
she  compelled  Stephen  to  dnve  to  the  station  in  the  four- 
wheeler  instead  of  in  the  high  dog-cart.  Indeed,  from 
the  way  she  guarded  him,  he  might  have  been  the  one 
frail  Mfe  that  stood  between  England  and  anarchy. 

And  she  was  always  so  kind,  in  a  rather  melancholy, 
resigned,  wistful  fashion. 

No.  Stephen  could  not  understand  it. 
There  came  a  time  when  Stephen  could  neither 
understand  it  nor  stand  it.  And  he  tried  to  worm  out 
of  her  her  secret.  But  he  could  not.  The  fascinating 
little  liar  stoutly  stuck  to  it  that  nothing  was  the  matter 
with  her,  and  that  she  had  nothing  on  her  mind 
Stephen  knew  differently.  He  consulted  Charhe 
Woodruff.  She  had  not  made  a  confidant  of  Charlie. 
Charlie  was  exactly  as  much  in  the  dark  as  Stephen. 
Then  Stephen  (I  regret  to  have  to  say  it)  took  to  swear- 
ing. For  instance,  he  swore  when  she  hid  all  his  thin 
socks  and  so  obliged  him  to  continue  with  his  thick  ones. 
And  one  day  he  swore  when,  in  answer  to  his  query  why 
she  was  pale,  she  said  she  didn't  know. 

He  thus,  without  expecting  to  do  so,  achieved  a 
definite  climax. 

For  she  broke  out.  She  ceased  in  half  a  second  to  be 
pale.  She  gave  him  with  cutting  candour  all  that  had 
been  bottled  up  in  her  entrancing  bosom.  She  told  him 
that  the  witch  had  foreseen  her  a  widow  (which  was  the 
same  thing  as  prophesyir^  his  death),  and  that  she  had 
done,  and  was  doing,  all  that  the  ingenuity  of  a  loving 
heart  could  suggest  to  keep  him  alive  in  spite  of  the  pn- 
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diction  but  that,  in  face  of  his  infamous  brutality  she 
shoidd  do  no  more;  that  if  he  chose  to  die  ^d  kave  £ 
a  widow  he  might  die  and  leave  her  a  widow  for  dl  aI 

1^  "*  '"i"^'  ^^  '^^  ^^  done  with  hSS 
o^j  ^  V  ^^  become  relatively  calm  Steohen 
addr^sed  her  calmly,  and  even  ingi^tial^ly  ^''*° 
1  m  sorry,"  he  said,  and  added,  "  butvou  knnw 
you  _<M  say  that  you  were  hiding  nothing  Irm^""^ 
ar.n,™  *  '^'  ^«/etorted,  "beca^^I  was."  Her 
arguments  were  usually  on  this  high  plane  of  ?ogic. 

proce^ed""""  °"^    '""  '"  ^  ""  superstitious, "  ftephen 

And'K'  '^'^  ^*'  "^^^  *™"»'  "  one  never  knows  " 
And  she  wiped  away  a  tear  and  showed  the  le™t  hkt 

^^tjTSryS:^'^™-  "A"«ianyho;r;o^; 

Stephen  ffl'""^  ''''^"^  ""^^  '"^^  ^"""^  ^^ " 
.'.'  S^*"'"  4*  repeated.  "  one  never  knows  " 

tacte  ^'^bS^/k  ^*'?^'J!  committed  an  error  of 

K^■th.«a:d'^i^s?/„;-eTvS•s^^^^ 

"  She  told  w«  I  should  live  tiU  I  was  ninety,"  said  he 

v™,°/^  "^^l*  ^  *  ^'^''^  f°'  q"te  half  a  ci^tuS^  and 
you'U  be  eighty  yourself  then."  "  »-™iury.  ana 

IV 

WiTHm  twenty-four  hours  she  was  at  him  about  the 

"  The  summer  will  be  lov«ly."  she  said,  in  renlv  to 
his  argument  about  climate.  «*«  sa^a,  m  reply  to 
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"  Rubbish,"  she  said,  in  reply  to  his  argument  about 

"  Who  cares  for  your  old  breakfast-room?  "  she  said, 

m  reply  to  his  argument  about  darkness  at  breakfast. 

We  will  have  trees  planted  on  that  side— big  elms  " 

die  sMd,  m  reply  to  his  argument  about  the  smoke  of  the 

Five  Towns  spoihng  the  view. 

Whereupon  Stephen  definitely  and  clearly  enunci- 
ated that  he  should  not  build  a  balcony. 

"  Oh,  but  you  must!  "  she  protested. 

"A  balcony  is  quite  impossible,"  said  Stephen,  with 
his  firmest  masculinity. 

"  You'll  see  if  it's  impossible,"  said  she,  "  when  I'm 
that  wtdow." 

The  curious  may  be  interested  to  know  that  she  has 
already  begun  to  plant  trees. 


THE  GAT  AND  CUPID 
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J.  printed  for  the  first  time  The  Etoe  famUv 
whoprefer  their  name  to  be  accented  onthe  fefsSe' 
rT.fZ^'^  ruled  Oldcastle,  which  is  a  cC  ,^d  con^ 
ceited  borough,  with  long  historical  traditions  wiX 

lowns.  The  Ebag  famUy  stiU  lives  in  the  erateful 
memory  of  Oldcastle,  for  no  family  ever  did  S  to 
preserve  the  celebrated  Oldcastilian  superiorly  TJ^iS 
moral  and  religious  matters  over  the  vufear  five  tS' 
TV  episodes  leading  to  the  Ebag  manage  ^uld  ^ 
have  happened  m  Oldcastle.  B/which  I  mean  me^y 
that  they  could  not  have  happened  in  any  of  thTfive 

I^T-  T  i"  ^*J'^"  ?^  '^^  «'rt  of  thi^  doL  not 
occ,^.  I  don't  knowwhy,  but  it  doesn't  TTwpeopleare 
too  deeply  interested  in  football,  starting  pri^^^t^ 

mumcipal  ^dies,  to  concern  themselves  with  WBai^ts 
as  such.  In  the  Five  Towns  an  org^  „^^K 
^^2  ">«P«^t«r.«'-.an  auctioneer  Kon^Ji.  In 
2  Sf  ^  r  ^  '''^m'^*  *"  *"  °'Sanist.  recognized  2  such 
m  the  streets     No  one  ever  heard  of  an  organist  in  the 

fact,  ^d  "^^  '^"'^  ^*  Oldcastle.    It.  in 

The  scandalous  circumstances  which  led  to  the  dis- 
appearance from  the  Oldcastle  scene  of  Mr  Skerrit?  Te 
origmal  orgamst  of  St  Placid,  have  no  relation  to  Se 
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prwent  narrative,  which  opens  when  the  kdies  Ebac 

^.r?A  "^^1°^.  *  "*^  ?'8»»^t-  The  newdLfh^ 
tit  ^'^  '*"  inagnificent  existence  to  ^TeiZ 
family.  The  apse  had  been  riven  entirelv  hJ^^ 
C^pl^  El«g  (ex-M.P..  now  a  fai^ytlSere^f  afa 
cost  of  twelve  thousand  pounds;    ind  his  wis  the 

-he  dechne  of  the  working  man's  interest  in  beerknd 
one  or  two  other  things,  Caiaphas  lost  nearly  the  whSe 
of  his  fortune,  which  had  beeS  gained  by  Wt  h^^^ 
in  mighty  speculations,  he  rathir  regretted"  he  church^ 
he  would  have  preferred  twelve  thousand  inl^  to  a 
view  of  the  apse  from  his  bedroom  window,  bSte^ 
man  enough  never  to  complain.  He  livk  Xr^ 
mBfortmies.  in  a  comparatively  small  S  w^S  hk 
wo  daughters  Mrs  Ebag  and  Miss  EbT^hTJe^ti^ 
ladies  are  the  heroines  of  the  tale.  ^nese  two 

Mrs  Ebag  had  married  her  cousin,  who  had  di«l 
She  possessed  about  six  hundred  a  ytZX  o^' 
She  was  two  years  older  than  her  sister  mL  Fhl^" 
sp^ter  Miss  Ebag  was  two  y^^ou^i^fthaSi^ 
Ebag.    No  further  information  as  to  thdr  ^JiZ 

Sfforfrom*^""!  ^«  Ebag  had  aXmCo 
ner  own  from  her  deceased  mother,  and  Caianhas  Lh 
the  wreck  of  his  riches.  The  total  income  oflRu^ 
hold  w^  not  far  short  of  a  thousand  a  year  but  of  ?hfa 
qmte  two  hundred  a  year  was  absorbed  by  ^oumrESh 
&.^h  ^K  ^t^I^^ghter  (for  Mr,^  ^^^5 
been  her  husband's  second  choice).  Edith  ^  »^ 
notonous  bs  a  siUy  chit  and  spent  most  of  her  «me  ^ 

h^  ?  7  ^^"^^^  ^®  ^"«d  it  occasion^v  "n^ 
household  consisted  of  old  Caiachas  b<^!M»„  ,.,^  1? 
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house.    ThB  may  sound  queer,  but  is  as  naucht  to  the 
queemess  about  to  be  unfolded.  '^ 


ni 


III' 


n 

^Ei^^f^^^"^^^^  unnatural  that  M«  and  Miss 
Ebag,  with  the  assistance  of  the  vicar,  should  have 

them  the  churchwardens,"  which  was  not  quite  nice 
havujg  regard  to  the  fact  that  their  sole  aim  wL  the 
tniest  V.  elfare  of  the  church.  They  and  the  vi-^il  ! 
friendly  and  effusive  way,  hated  each  Xr^'„S^ 

fhev  w„^  T^  •  "-.i"  ^^  '^°^''  °f  a  new  organist 
SLr"n>h2!'"  ^'^'^^^  was  Mr  Carl  UUmaf ,  the 

one'Sf  ^ri}^^  ^  ^*-^''°  °^  ^^  *^'«-  The  son  of 
one  of  those  German  designers  of  earthenware  who  at 
mtervals  come  and  settle  ta  the  ^To^  fo,  ^1 

S^  °  '7^^^  *""y  *°  the  inhabit^howS! 
fenor  England  is  to  Germany,  he  had  an  English  moOxer 
^d   he   hunself  was   violenUy   English     He   snoke 

Enghshhke  an  Englishman  and  GermSili^eanES 
man     He  could  paint,  model  in  clay,  and  playC 
musical  mstruments.  including  the  oi«m.    H«^ 
aihng  was  that  he  could  never  earn  enc^  to"  ve  on 
It  seemed  as  if  he  was  always  being  drawn  by  an  ta " 

then  he  made  half  a  sovereign  extra  by  deputizing^n 

Z  EW  i  J«'"  w""^""'  ^^  ^'  ^^  introd^d  to 
the  Ebag  ladies.    His  romantic  and  gloomy  aonearanrp 

S  ti^h"^  *"''  ^^  '^'^'^-  ^«^  ^'  ^^  remainedt^ft 
them  tiU  the  evemng  service.    During  the  visit  they  had 

i^'^lv-   ^  8ran^l**»>«'  had  be«  Court  CoWciSr 
m  the  Kmgdom  of  Saxony.    /_  -rwards  they  ^Z 


■ran  CAT  AND  OOTID  ,„ 

allrw^i.ff?' ''°"  "^  "  "»>*'  b«  tt  onto  Mr 
Stontt  TOght  b«  reTOVed  a„d  Call  mimm  S  hS 

fussed  around  his  dark-eved  anH  t«n-f.Tii  ^  •    -^ 
S^l^^*^!'-    ^>  the  first  weeko?  two  thj 

i-t^L^ma^tJS^''*^<«3^*'"^--ter:  "Ifs 

004^7!^°  ^'"""''"■'^*^'^  "  asked  M«Ebag.self- 
"  Since  Mr  UUman  came." 

aware  of  L^hII'*^*'*^**"  ^^'  ^^  ^  J»st  as  weU 

^^t  t^A^*^  **  ^  ^P^^t*""  ^as  aware  of  it. 

deliSte^  ^if^  H r •  .^"  I^"'°»  ^  the  least  bit 

togf  Th^'id  „i'*:i^^T'*^^"«'    ««  '"'^  «°t  offer 
TO  go.    fhey  did  not  want  him  to  go.    He  did  not  offer 
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to  pay.  And  really  he  cost  them  nothing  except  laundry, 
wlusky  and  fussing.  How  could  they  suggest  that  he 
should  pay?  He  lived  amidst  them  like  a  beautiful 
mystery,  and  all  were  seemingly  content.  Carl  was 
probably  saving  the  whole  of  his  salary,  for  he  never 
bought  clothes  and  he  did  not  smoke.  The  ladies  Ebag 
simply  did  what  they  liked  about  hymn-tunes. 


in 

You  would  have  thought  that  no  outsider  would  find 
a  word  to  say,  and  you  would  have  been  mistaken. 
The  fact  that  Mre  Ebag  was  two  years  older  than  Miss 
and  Miss  two  years  younger  than  Mrs  Ebag;  the  fact 
that  old  Caiaphas  was,  for  strong  reasons,  always  in  the 
house;  the  fact  that  the  ladies  were  notorious  cat- 
idolaters;  the  fact  that  the  reputation  of  the  Ebag 
family  was  and  had  ever  been  spotless;  the  fact  that 
the  Ebag  family  had  given  the  apse  and  practicaUy 
created  the  entire  church;  all  these  facts  added  to- 
gether did  not  prevent  the  outsider  from  finding  a 
word  to  say. 

At  first  words  were  not  said;  but  looks  were  looked, 
and  coughs  were  coughed.  Then  someone,  strolling 
into  the  church  of  a  morning  while  Carl  UUman  was 
practising,  saw  Miss  Ebag  sitting  in  silent  ecstasy  in  a 
comer.  And  a  few  mornings  later  the  same  someone, 
whose  curiosity  had  been  excited,  veritably  saw  Mrs 
Ebag  in  the  organ-loft  with  Carl  Ullman,  but  no  sign  of 
Miss  Ebag.  It  was  at  this  juncture  that  words  began 
to  be  said. 

Words!  Not  complete  sentences!  The  sentences 
were  never  finished.  "  Of  course,  it's  no  affair  of  mine, 
but — "  "  I  wonder  that  people  like  the  Ebags  should — " 
"Not  that  I  should  ever  dream  of  hinting  that — " 
"  First  one  and  then  the  other— well!  "    "  I'm  sure 
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that  if  either  Mn  or  Miss  Ebag  had  the  slightest  idea 
they'd  at  once — "  And  so  on.  Intangible  gossamer 
criticism,  floating  in  the  air! 


IV 

One  evening— it  was  precisely  the  first  of  June— when 
a  thunderstorm  was  blowing  up  from  the  south-west, 
and  scattering  the  smoke  of  the  Five  Towns  to  the  four 
comers  of  the  world,  and  making  the  wiathercock  of 
the  house  of  the  Ebags  creak,  the  ladies  Ebag  and  Carl 
Ullman  sat  together  as  usual  in  the  drawing-room. 
The  French  window  was  open,  but  banged  to  at  inter- 
vals. Carl  Ullman  had  played  the  piano  and  the  ladies 
Ebag — Mrs  Ebag,  somewhat  comfortably  stouc  and 
Miss  Ebag  spare — ^were  talking  very  well  and  sensibly 
about  the  influence  of  music  on  character.  They  in- 
variably chose  such  subjects  for  conversation.  Carl 
was  chiefly  silent,  but  now  and  then,  after  a  sip  of 
whisky,  he  would  say  "  Yes  "  with  impressiveness  and 
stare  gloomily  out  of  the  darkening  window.  The  ladies 
Ebag  had  a  remarkable  example  of  the  influence  of 
music  on  character  in  the  person  of  Edith  Ebag.  It 
appeared  that  Edith  would  never  play  anything  but 
waltzes— Waldteufel's  for  choice— and  that  the  foolish 
frivolity  of  her  flyaway  character  was  a  direct  conse- 
quence of  this  habit.  Carl  felt  sadly  glad,  after  hear- 
ing the  description  of  Edith's  carryings-on,  that  Edith 
had  chosen  to  live  far  away. 

And  then  the  conversation  languished  and  died  with 
the  daylight,  and  a  certain  self-consciousness  obscured 
the  social  atmosphere.  For  a  vague  rumour  of  the 
chatter  of  the  town  had  penetrated  the  house,  and  the 
ladies  Ebag,  though  they  scorned  diatter,  were  affected 
by  it;  Carl  Ullman,  too.  It  had  the  customary  effect 
of  such  chatter;  it  fixed  the  thoughts  of  those  chatted 
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about  on  matters  which  perhaps  would  not  otherwise 
have  occupied  their  attention. 

The  ladies  Ebag  said  to  themselves:  "  We  are  no 
longer  aged  nineteen.  We  are  moreover  living  with 
our  father.  If  he  is  bedridden,  what  then?  This 
gossip  connecting  our  names  with  that  of  Mr  UUman 
IS  worse  than  baseless;  it  is  preposterous.  W  assert 
positively  that  we  have  uo  desipis  of  any  Wnd  on  Mr 
Ullman. ' 

Nevertheless,  by  dint  of  thinking  about  that  gossip 
the  naked  idea  of  a  marriage  with  Mr  UUman  soon 
ceased  to  shock  them.  They  could  gaze  at  it  without 
going  into  hysterics. 

As  for  Cart,  he  ofte.i  m*ditated  upon  his  own  age, 
which  might  have  been  anything  between  thirty  and 
forty-five,  and  upon  the  mysterious  ages  of  the  ladies 
and  upon  their  goodness,  their  charm,  their  seriousness, 
their  mtelligence  and  their  sympathy  with  himself. 

Hence  the  self-consciousness  in  the  gloaming. 

To  create  a  diversion  Miss  Ebag  walked  primly  to 
the  wmdow  and  cried: 

"Goldie!    Goldie!  " 

It  was  Goldie's  bedtime.  In  summer  he  ahurays 
strolled  mto  the  garden  after  dinner,  and  he  nearly 
always  sensibly  responded  to  the  call  when  his  bed-hour 
sounded.  No  one  would  have  dreamed  of  retiring  until 
Goldie  was  safely  ensconced  in  his  large  basket  under 
the  stairs. 

"Naughty  Goldie!"  Miss  Ebag  said,  comprehen- 
sively, to  the  garden. 

She  went  into  the  garden  to  search,  and  Mre  Ebag 
foUowed  her,  and  Carl  Ullman  foUowed  Mrs  Ebag.  And 
they  searched  without  result,  until  it  was  black  night 
and  the  threatening  storm  at  last  fell.  The  vision  of 
Goldie  out  m  that  storm  desolated  the  ladies,  and  Carl 
Ullman  displayed  the  nicest  feeling.  At  length  the 
rain  drove  them  in  and  they  stood  in  the  drawing-room 
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with  anxious  faces,  while  two  servants,  under  directions 
from  Carl,  searched  the  house  for  Goldie. 

'  If  you  please'm,"  stammered  the  housemaid,  ush- 
ing  rather  unconventionaUy  into  the  dr.  wing-ioom. 
cook  says  she  thmks  Goldie  must  be  on  the  loof.  ii^ 
tne  vane. 

"  On  the  roof  in  the  vane?  "  exclaimed  Bto  Eba«. 
pale.    "  In  the  vane?  "  ^*' 

"  Yes'm." 

"  Whatever  do  you  mean,  Sarah?  "  asked  Miss  Ebag. 
even  paler.  "™oi->«K, 

The  ladies  Ebag  were  utterly  convinced  that  Goldie 
was  not  hke  other  cats,  that  he  never  went  on  the  roof, 
that  he  never  had  any  wish  to  do  anything  that  was  not 
m  the  strictest  sense  genUemanly  and  correct.  And  if  by 
chance  he  d,d  go  on  the  roof,  it  was  merely  to  examine 
the  roof  Itself,  or  to  enjoy  the  view  therefrom  out  of 
gentlemanly  cunosity.  So  that  this  reference  to  the 
roof  shocked  them.  The  night  did  not  favour  the 
tneoiy  of  view-ga2iiig. 

"Cook  says  she  heard  the  weather-vane  creaking 
ever  smce  she  went  upstairs  after  dinner,  and  nowitl 
^KM;  Md  she  can  hear  Goldie  a-myowling  like 

"  Is  cook  in  her  attic?  "  asked  Mis  Ebag 

Yes'm." 
"  Ask  her  to  come  out.    Mr  UUman,  will  you  be  so 
very  good  as  to  come  upstairs  and  investigate?  " 

Cook,  enveloped  in  a  cloak,  stood  out  on  the  second 

T"^'  *^  ^  ^^^'°**"  *"**  the  'a'hes  invaded  her 
chamber.  The  noise  of  myowling  was  terrible.  Mr 
Ullman  opened  the  dormer  window,  and  the  rain  burst 
m,  together  with  a  fury  of  myowling.  But  he  did  not 
care.  It  lightened  and  thundered.  But  he  cud  not 
care.  He  procured  a  chair  of  cook's  and  put  it  under 
the  wmdow  and  stood  on  it,  witl:  his  back  to  the  window, 
and  twisted  forth  his  body  so  that  he  could  spy  up  the 
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roof.    The  ladies  protested  that  he  would  be  wet 

through,  but  he  paid  no  heed  to  them. 

Then  hi*  head,  dripping,  returned  into  the  room. 

I  ye  just  seen  by  a  flash  of  lightning,"  he  said  in  a 

voice  of  emotion.    "  The  poor  animal  has  got  his  tail 

fast  m  the  socket  of  the  weather-vane.    He  must  have 

been  whisking  it  about  up  there,  and  the  vane  turned 

and  caught  it.    The  vane  is  jammed." 

"How  (keadful!  "  said  Mrs  Ebag.      "Whatever 
can  be  done?  " 

!.'  ?'i?'  ,^  ^^  '*'°'"*  ™o™M«."  sobbed  Miss  ELag. 
I  shdU  chmb  up  the  roof  and  release  him,"  said 
Carl  Ullman,  gravely. 

They  forbade  him  to  do  so.  Then  they  implored 
him  to  refram.  But  he  was  adamant.  And  in  their 
supphcations  there  was  a  note  of  insincerity,  for  their 
hearts  bled  for  Goldie,  and,  further,  they  were  not  alto- 
gether unwilhng  that  Carl  should  prove  himself  a  hero 
And  so,  amid  apprehensive  feminine  cries  of  the  acute- 
ness  of  his  danger,  Cari  crawled  out  of  the  window  and 
faced  the  thunder,  the  lightning,  the  rain,  the  sMppery 
roof,  and  the  maddened  cat.  A  group  of  three  servants 
were  huddled  outside  the  attic  door. 

In  the  attic  the  ladies  could  hear  his  movements  on 
the  roof,  movmg  higher  and  higher.  The  suspense  was 
extreme.  Then  there  was  silence;  even  the  myowline 
had  ceased.  Then  a  dap  of  thunder ;  and  then,  after  that 
a  terrific  clatter  on  the  roof,  a  bounding  downwards 
as  of  a  great  stone,  a  curse,  a  horrid  pause,  and  finally 
a  temfic  smashing  of  foliage  and  cracking  of  wood 
Mrs  Ebag  sprang  to  the  window. 

.  "  ^.t*?^*!!  ^^^'"  '^^^  ^  ^'™'  gJooniy  voice  from  be- 
low. I  fell  mto  the  rhododendrons,  and  Goldie  followed 
me.  I'm  not  hurt,  thank  goodness !  Just  my  luck !  " 
A  beU  rang  imperiously.  It  was  the  paralytic's  bell. 
He  had  been  disturbed  by  these  unaccustomed 
phenomena. 
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"  Sister,  do  go  to  father  at  once,"  said  Mrs  Ebag,  as 
they  both  hastened  downstairs  in  a  state  of  emotion, 
assuredly  unique  in  their  Uves. 


Mrs  Ebag  met  Carl  and  the  cat  a  ^  they  dripped  into 
the  gas-lit  drawing-roorn.  They  presented  a  surprising 
spectacle,  and  they  were  doing  damage  to  the  Persian 
carpet  at  the  rate  of  about  five  shillings  a  second;  but 
that  Carl,  and  the  beloved  creature  for  whom  he  had 
dared  so  much,  were  equally  unhurt  appeared  to  be  in- 
dubitable. Of  course,  it  was  a  miracle.  It  could 
not  be  regarded  as  other  than  a  miracle.  Mrs  Ebag 
gave  vent  to  an  exclamation  in  which  wtre  mingled  pity, 
pride,  admiration  and  solicitude,  and  then  icmained,  as 
it  were,  spellbound.  The  cat  escaped  from  those  pro- 
tecting arms  and  fled  away.  Instead  of  following 
Goldie,  Mrs  Ebag  continued  to  gaze  at  the  hero. 

"  How  can  I  thank  you  I  "  she  whispered. 

"  What  for?  "  asked  Carl,  with  laconic  gloom. 

"  For  having  saved  my  darling!  "  said  Mrs  Ebag. 
And  there  was  passion  in  her  voice. 

" Oh!  "  said  Carl.    "It  was  nothing!  " 

"  Nothing?  "  Mrs  Ebag  repeated  after  him,  with 
melting  eyes,  as  if  to  imply  that,  instead  of  being  noth- 
ing, it  was  everything ;  as  if  to  imply  that  his  deed  must 
rank  hereafter  with  the  most  splendid  deeds  of  antiquity ; 
as  if  to  imply  that  the  whole  affair  was  beyond  words  to 
utter  or  gratitude  to  repay. 

And  in  fact  Carl  himself  was  moved.  You  cannot 
fall  from  the  roof  of  a  two-story  house  into  a  very  high- 
class  rhododendron  bush,  carrying  a  prize  cat  in  your 
arms,  without  being  a  bit  shaken.  And  Carl  was  a  bit 
shaken,  not  merely  physically,  but  morally  and  spiritu- 
ally. He  could  not  deny  to  himself  that  he  had  after 
all  done  something  rather  wondrous,  which  ought  to  be 
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celebrated  in  sounding  verse.    He  felt  that  he  was  in  an 
atmosphere  far  removed  from  the  commonplace. 

He  dripped  steadily  on  to  the  carpet. 
Mr»  FW  ^?:^J'f  ^^.  my  cat  was  to  me,"  proceeded 

I^  tw *?««"??' P«rl»aps  his  death.    h5w  thankful 
nl^,^  *^  ^'^^^  °"  ^"^  ^°^  rhododendrons 
£dSK?'"'*^^>'*^fi"««"y«-'^^'>'    Inever 
She  stopped.    Tears  came  into  her  dowager  eves 
It  was  obvious  that  she  worshipped  him.  ^  w^ 

tS  f^iJJP'"^-    "^  ^l'^  "^y^  "«t  hers  shI  seemed 
to  hun  to  grow  younger.    And  there  came  into  his  mind 

Z^IIZZT  V  ^'^  ^^euely  reached  him  couS 
then-  names  together;  and  also  his  early  dreams  of  lovl 
and  passion  and  a  marriage  thit  woild  be  one  C 
hoi^eymoon.  And  he  saw  how  absurd  had  been  th^ 
early  dreams.  He  saw  that  the  best  chance  of  a  fdi^ 
tous  niajnage  lay  in  a  union  of  mature  and  serious  per- 
sons, aminated  by  grave  interests  and  lofty  ideals.  Yes 
^e  was  older  than  he.  Butnot  much,  not  much!  Not 
more  than-how  many  years?  And  he  remember^ 
smpnsmg  her  rapt  glance  that  very  evening^  S 
^t^ed  him  pkymg  the  piano.  Wt  hadloSiance  to 
do  with  age?    Romance  could  occur  at  any  age     It  was 

^m'S  T„  ?"?  "^^  *y^'  ^^'  portly  f^.  exu^ 
^^^"  ff  had- not  the  renowned  Bea^onsfield 
espoused  a  lady  a.ppreciably  older  than  himself,  and  d^d 
not  those  espousals  achieve  the  ideal  of  bliss  ?  In  the  act 
of  saving  the  cat  he  had  not  been  definitely  avrare  that 
It  was  «,  partkularly  the  cat  of  the  hoi^X  Su 
now.  mfluenced  by  her  attitude  and  her  Sg  rever- 
ence, he  actually  did  begin  to  pereuade  hiS^that  an 
jmcontrollable  mstinctive  desi^to  pleaselTa^^ 

S^«  Ji*ST  Y  """^^^  ^  *«  "^^^^^  the  peril^ 
passage  of  the  sloping  roof. 
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In  short,  the  idle  chatter  of  the  town  was  about  to 
be  justified.  In  another  moment  he  might  have 
dripped  into  her  generous  arms  .  .  .  had  not  Miss 
Ebag  swept  into  the  drawing-room! 

"  GraciousI  "  gasped  Miss  Ebag.  "  The  poor  dear 
thing  will  have  pneumonia.  Sister,  you  know  his  chest 
is  not  strong.  Dear  Mr  Ullman,  please,  please,  do  go 
and — er — change." 

He  did  the  discreet  thing  and  went  to  bed,  hot 
whisky  following  him  on  a  tray  carried  by  the  house- 
maid. 

VI 

The  next  morning  the  slightly  unusual  happened.  It 
was  the  custom  for  Carl  Ullman  to  breakfast  alone 
while  reading  The  Staffordshire  Signal.  The  ladies 
Ebag  breakfasted  mysteriously  in  bed.  But  on  this 
morning  Carl  found  Miss  Ebag  before  him  in  the  break- 
fast-room. She  prosecuted  minute  inquiries  as  to  his 
health  and  nerves.  She  went  out  with  him  to  regard 
the  rhododendron  bushes,  and  shuddered  at  the  sight 
of  the  ruin  which  had  saved  him.  She  said,  following 
famous  philosophers,  that  Chance  was  merely  the  name 
we  give  to  the  effect  of  laws  which  we  cannot  understand. 
And,  upon  this  high  level  of  conversation,  she  poured 
forth  his  coffee  and  passed  his  toast. 

It  was  a  lovely  morning  after  the  tempest. 

Goldie,  all  newly  combed,  and  looking  as  though  he 
had  never  seen  a  roof,  strolled  pompously  into  the  room 
with  tail  unfurled.  Miss  Ebag  picked  the  animal  up 
and  kissed  it  passionately. 

"I^arlingl"  she  murmured,  not  exactly  to  Mr 
Ulhnan,  nor  yet  exactly  to  the  cat.  Then  she  glanced 
effulgenUy  at  Carl  and  said,  "  When  I  think  that  you 
risked  your  precious  life,  in  that  awful  storm,  to  save 
my  poor  Goldie?   .   .   .    You  must  have  guessed  how 
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dear  he  was  to  me?   .   .   .    No  reallv  Mr  ttii 

hiinic     r  T  •  ,  • ,     "**''®  comparisons  between  hn* 
not  have  saved  the  cat's  ]ifr^f^i„  ^'^^"'y  he  could 

evening.  wiuow  on  tne  previous 

"  Sfete?^  ^,      '  ."r""  f^P'y  into  the  room.  ^ 
"AnHi,      -1  "P.     ^claimed  Miss  Ebag. 
And  you,  sisterl  "  retorted  Mr  Ebag 


VII 

Se^dSS' f°.?^^  ^^*  -"^ht  have  occurred  for 
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,  „    ,      J  /-coloured  hair  and 

about  thirty  white  frocks.  And  she  seemed  to  be  quite 
as  silly  as  her  staid  stepmother  and  her  piim  step-aunt 
had  said.  She  transformed  the  careful  order  of  the 
house  into  a  wild  disorder,  and  left  a  novel  or  so  lying 
on  the  drawing-room  table  between  her  stepmother's 
Contemporary  Review  and  her  step-aunt's  History  of 
European  Morals.  Her  taste  in  music  was  candidly  and 
brazenly  bad.  It  was  a  fact,  as  her  elders  had  stated, 
that  she  played  nothing  but  waltzes.  What  was  worse, 
she  compelled  Carl  Ullman  to  perform  waltzes.  And 
one  day  she  burst  into  the  drawing-room  when  Carl  was 
alone  there,  with  a  roll  imder  her  luscious  arm,  and  said : 
"  What  do  you  think  I've  found  at  Barrowfoot's?  " 
"  I  don't  know,"  said  Carl,  gloomily  smiling,  and 
then  smiling  without  gloom. 

"  Waldteufel's  waltzes  arranged  for  four  hands. 
You  must  play  them  with  me  at  once." 

And  he  did.  It  was  a  sad  spectacle  to  see  the 
organist  of  St  Placid's  galloping  through  a  series  of 
dances  with  the  empty-headed  Edith. 

The  worst  was,  he  liked  it.  He  knew  that  he  ought 
to  prefer  the  high  intellectual  plane,  the  severe  artistic 
tastes,  of  the  elderly  sisters.  But  he  did  not.  He  was 
amazed  to  discover  that  frivolity  appealed  more  power- 
fully to  his  secret  soul.  He  was  also  amazed  to  discover 
that  his  gloom  was  leaving  him.  This  vanishing  of 
gloom  gave  him  strange  sensations,  akin  to  the  sensa- 
tions of  a  man  who,  after  having  worn  gaitere  into 
middle-age,  abandons  them. 

After  the  Waldteufel  she  began  to  tell  him  all  about 
herself;  how  she  went  slumming  in  the  East  End,  and 
how  jolly  it  was.  And  how  she  h..ped  in  the  Blooms- 
bury  Settlement,  and  how  jolly  that  was.  And,  later, 
she  said: 

"  You  must  have  thought  it  very  odd  of  me,  Mr 
Ullman,  not  thanking  you  for  so  bravely  rescuing  my 
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poor  cat;  but  the  truth  is  I  never  heard  of  it  tiU  to^v 
s^n2£;ir''''^  '  ''"•    '  ^^  havflot^fo 
«"  ^^'*H^  y*"""  ?*^  "  *>«  f««bly  inquired. 

^d,«  bought  hijn  for  me.    ffiSSdg^do^tt 

He'U  come  to  me  t^  ^yon"'  T^S  'Zt  h"**- 
noticed  that.    I  can't  say  hr^'efuTf  J  u'^L' 

auntfe  must  have  been  in  tha^^ht'^     "°*^''  '^^ 

i^X"'  s.^^t'j^r  •thaTK.-^-^ - 

Gowfe^.n'''^!?***^  *™*'  ^"^  ^  "»«  fulness  of  years 
boWie  died,  and  was  mourned.  And  bv  nonp  t^fS 
n.«  ^ncerely  mourned  than  by^t  ^d  b^d^d^^ 

s^lT'h^^^*"'"'  ^^^'  ^'^^  EdiOild  he7"best  to 
steal  him  from  me  when  you  married  and  set  up  We 

wS^'".^*^*'?^  I  bought  him  and  he  neve^^: 
longed  to  anybody  but  me!    Awi   r  =j,„ii     """"^"f  "^ 

another  cat  like  that^t."  ^    I  shaU  never  have 

And  this  is  the  whole  truth  of  the  affair. 
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THE  prologue  to  this  somewhat  dramatic  history  was 
of  the  simplest.  The  affair  came  to  a  climax,  if 
one  may  speak  metaphorically,  in  fire  and  sword  and 
high  passion,  but  it  began  Uke  the  month  of  M^rch.  Mr 
Bostock  (a  younger  brother  of  the  senior  partner  in  the 
famous  firm  of  Bostocks,  drapers,  at  Hanbridge)  was 
lounging  about  the  tennis-court  attaclied  to  his  house  at 
Hillport.  Hillport  haS  long  been  known  as  the  fashion- 
able suburb  of  Bursley,  and  indeed  as  the  most  aristo- 
cratic quarter  strictly  within  the  Five  Towns;  there 
certainly  are  richer  neighbourhoods  not  far  off,  but  such 
neighbourhoods  cannot  boast  that  they  form  part  of  the 
Five  Towns — no  more  than  Hatfield  can  boast  that  it  is 
part  of  London.  A  man  who  lives  in  a  detached  house 
at  Hillport,  with  a  tennis-court,  may  be  said  to  have 
succeeded  in  life.  And  Mr  Bostock  had  succeeded.  A 
consulting  engineer  of  marked  talent,  he  had  always 
worked  extremely  hard  and  extremely  long,  and  thus  he 
had  arrived  at  luxuries.  The  chief  of  his  luxuries  was 
his  daughter  Florence,  aged  twenty-three,  height  five 
feet  exactly,  as  pretty  and  as  neat  as  a  new  doll,  of  ex- 
pensive and  obstinate  habits.  It  was  Florence  who  was 
the  cause  of  the  episode,  and  I  mention  her  father  only 
to  show  where  Florence  stood  in  the  world.  She  ruled 
her  father  during  perhaps  eleven  months  of  the  year. 
In  the  twelfth  month  (which  was  usually  January — 
after  the  Christmas  bilk)  there  would  be  an  insurrec- 
tion, conducted  by  the  father  with  much  spirit  for  a 
189 
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who  habi  uZ  rSesTSdft^'"''-  \P'««y  woman, 
many  admirere  But  she^,H  ^"■'  ^  ^"^^  *»  have 
cousin,  Ralph  MarS  tho  hldZ-If  ^''"'?''  ^'' 

a^^v:s^-^^«^™■^"^H^tV=Su^° 

MrBostock.  too^touS^^»„„  L^^^f^y  afternoon, 
ful  athJeticfam;  he  lookSn  .  ^u^'j  "'*"^<^  ^  youth- 
yea«.  and  he  toved  SsocS  nJt"^  ^°'^'':  "^  ^^ 

breed's  £  r  hoS^tTri  ^^T  "  «>« 
tray.and  deposited  h  onTwSer  tahff  '"^k^'*^  *"*" 
fawn  at  the  end  of  the  Xou^  liiri!!i  °  *^*  '"*" 
>?g.in  deck  chai«  cl^e  Ke  t^We  S.^'ok''"^""; 
Desire,  all  in  starch*^  «,hjfl  f  ^  '  'h®  Object  of 
with  q.^  deSi'^m^?^^;^'*^?:^^  !?'  *^"^  "^^ 
poured  nulk  into  tinkCSeSL'^°PP''  ""^  ^"^ 

up.  as^^'setS'ietaS"^'^  '"^'^'  ^^°"^  ^-'^ 

side.   If  ever  anv  m,n  „**?-.       ^*  mainjy  on  the  out- 

ehgible.'AlrTTCgh^'wS^'^lt^^^  ' 

reputation  for  pretemahframft;  ^"''^'"y  he  had  a 
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quatrel  with  him  because  they  happen  to  be  on  the 
outside;  the  principal  thing  is  to  have  virtues.    And 
then  Mr  Bostock  looked  uneasily  at  Ralph  Martin, 
heavy,  short,  darx,  lowering,  untidy,  often  incompre- 
hensible, and  more  often  rude;  with  virtues  concealed 
as  if  they  were  secret  shames.    Ralph  was  capricious. 
At  moments  he  showed  extraordinary  talent  as  an  en- 
gineer; at  others  he  behaved  like  a  nincompoop.    He 
would  be  rich  one  day;  but  he  had  a  formidable  temper. 
The  principal  thing  in  favour  of  Ralph  Martin  was  that 
he  and  Florence  had  always  been  "  something  to  each 
other."    Indeed  of  late  years  it  had  been  begun  to  be 
understood  that  the  match  was  "  as  good  as  arranged." 
It  was  taken  for  granted.    Then  Adam  Tellwright  had 
dropped  like  a  bomb  into  the  Bostock  circle.    He  had 
fallen  heavily  and  disastrously  in  love  with  the  slight 
Florence  (whom  he  could  have  crushed  and  eaten).    At 
the  start  his  case  was  regarded  as  hopeless,  and  Ralph 
Martin  had  scorned  him.    But  Adam  Tellwright  soon 
caused  gossip  to  sing  a  different  tune,  and  Ralph  Martin 
soon  ceased  to  scorn  him.    Adam  undoubtedly  made  a 
profound  impression  on  Florence  Bostock.    He  began 
by  dazzUng  her,  and  then,  as  her  eyes  grew  accus- 
tomed to  the  glare,  he  gradually  showed  her  his  good 
quaUties.    Everything  that  skill  and  tact  could  do 
Tellwright  did.    The  same  could  not  be  said  of  Ralph 
Martin.    Most  people  had  a  vague  feeling  that  Ralph 
had  not  been  treated  fairly.    Mr  Bostock  had  this  feel- 
ing.   Yet  why?    Nothing  had  been  settled.    Florence's 
heart  was  evidently  still  open  to  competition,  and  Adam 
Tellwright  had  a  perfect  right  to  compete.    Still,  most 
people  sympathized  with  Ralph.    But  Florence  did  not 
Young  girls  are  like  that. 

Now  the  rivals  stood  about  equal.  No  one  knew 
how  the  battle  would  go.  Adam  did  not  know.  Ralph 
did  not  know.  Florence  assuredly  did  not  know.  Mr 
Bostock  was  quite  certam,  of  a  night,  that  Adam  would 
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Sh™w  ST"™"*  '•  ^  """"  <=^«^  «»t  hi. 

distinguisl^  ^T  Sh  aJd  nlC  •*"*"*•  T  "*»* 
battles  iannot  be  tatted  «h?n*«n*f^  ^^^-  ^^^* 
last  shot  fired     And  ifA  .V^*^*y  ^^P^"'  ""^  «« 

deeply  preoccTedtf a  mSer^SS,"*'  ?"*'"  **"* 
mentioned.    TOe  t^.4rt^  !l«  ^?  """*  ""t  "^^  be 

It  was  he  who  fiist  iv.vi„^  Tk  ^°  ™*  honour, 

pn>viousevSS^siSlr!?iv^^„  ^  copy  of  the 
chair.  It  had  been  o^a^  „SS^  °"^*°  """P^y  «*«<*- 
TellwriKht  Didc^  ff  ^^  r^  ^^i-  ^^  *«  dampish. 

thre::^^£5e'ov'^it'"^iSSf'  "^  ^ ^«^ 
about  something  ^*  determmed  to  talk 

comii^Va^e.^'-    "^*B^n,o  johnny  is 

bant  ^-eSS^S^::;,-^''  "'°"'"-  ^^^^^^ 
with ak^L.  ^' P^^t'y man?  »  asked  Mr  Bostock. 

theLmou;p^lt''^d"?d"e:^lT^   ",?^'^'"'>' 
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Hanbridge.  10  to  10.  Appointment  advisable  in  order 
to  avoid  delay.'  ThersI  He'll  find  himself  in  prison 
one  day,  that  gentleman  willl  " 

"  It's  astounding  what  fools  people  are!  "  observed 
Mr  Bostock. 

"  Yes,  isn't  iti  "  said  Adam  Telhvright. 

"  If  he'd  been  a  gipsy,"  sa'd  Ralph  Martin,  savagely 
the  police  would  have  had  him  long  ago."    And  he 
spoke  with  such  grimness  that  he  might  have  been  talk- 
ing of  Adam  Tellwright. 

"  They  say  his  uncle  and  his  grandfather  before  him 
were  both  thought-readers,  or  whatever  you  call  it " 
said  Florence. 

"  Do  they?  "  exclaimed  Mr  Bostock,  in  a  different 
tone. 

"  Oh  I  "  exclaimed  Adam,  also  in  a  different  tone 

"  I  wonder  whether  that's  true !  "  said  Ralph  Martin. 

The  rumoiu-  that  Balsamo's  uncle  and  grandfather 
had  been  readers  of  the  past  and  of  the  future  produced 
of  course  quite  an  impression  on  the  party.  But  each 
recognized  how  foolish  it  was  to  allow  oneself  to  be  so  im- 
pressed in  such  an  illogical  manner.  And  therefore  all 
the  men  burst  into  violent  depreciation  of  Balsamo  and 
of  the  gulls  who  consulted  him.  And  by  the  time  they 
had  done  with  Balsamo  there  was  very  little  left  of  him 
Anyhow,  Adam  Tellwright's  discovery  in  the  SigiuU 
had  saved  the  tea-party  from  utter  fiasco. 


II 

No.  22  Machin  Street,  Hanbridge,  was  next  door  to 
Bostock's  vast  emporium,  and  exactly  opposite  the 
more  exclusive,  but  still  mighty,  establishment  of 
Ephraim  Brunt,  the  greatest  draper  in  the  Five  Towns. 
It  was,  therefore,  in  the  very  heart  and  centre  of 
retail  commerce.    No  woman  who  respected  herself 
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could  buy  even  a  sheet  of  pins  without  going  post  No  33 

»^p,  with  a  back  room  where  tea  and  Berlin  pancake* 

^iHTfi  ^-^  V  *  ^^  "^^  ^  «"«»»*  fr"™  London  the 
fashion  of  drinking  tea  in  public  places.  By  the  aide  of 
u-  fP'jct'onw's  was  an  open  door  and  a  staircase 
which  led  to  the  first  floor  and  the  other  floo«  A  ^ 
niSS^^v  «"^.*°  »  n^l'  indicated  that  Balsamo  had 
pitched  his  moving  tent  for  a  few  days  on  the  firat  floor, 
ma  suite  of  offices  lately  occupied  by  a  solicitor  Con- 
sidering that  the  people  who  visit  a  palmist  are'iust  as 
anxious  to  pubhrf,  their  doings  as  the>eople  who  visit  a 
^wnbroker— and  no  more— it  might  be  thoueht  that 
Babamo  had  iU-chosen  his  site.^ut  tSis  3not^ 
Babamo.  a  deep  student  of  certain  sorts  of  human 
nature,  was  perfectly  aware  that,  just  as  necessity  will 
force  a  person  to  visit  a  pawnbroker,  so  will  inherited 

wW^^K  °"  '"'  *  P"^"  *°  ^'*'*  *  palest,  no  matter 
what  the  inconveniences.  If  he  had  erected  a  wigwam 
m  the  middle  of  Crown  Square  and  people  had Td^t™ 
S  ^'  7""  not  seeing  him  at  all  and  rumiing  the 
gauntlet  of  a  crowd's  jeenng  curiosity,  he  would  still 
nave  had  many  chents. 

Of  course  when  you  are  in  love  you  are  in  love. 
Anythmg  may  happen  to  you  then.  Most  things  do  hap- 
pen. For  example.  Adam  TeUwright  found  himself 
ascendmg  the  stairs  of  No.  22  Machin  Street  at  an  earlv 
^nZ°^-  ^fl  ™'^-  .  H«  ^'  I  need  not  say,  mounting 
»»,  t  ^  ^°°I  *°  ^"f  ^  °''^«'"  *°  the  potter's  modeUer 
who  had  a  studio  up  there.  Still  he  stopped  at  the  firet 
floor,  knocked  at  a  door  labeUed  "  Balsamo."  hesitated 
Mid  went  m.  I  need  not  say  that  this  was  only  fun  on 
his  part.  I  need  not  say  that  he  had  no  belief  whatever 
m  palmistry,  and  was  not  in  the  least  superstitious     A 

Adam  TeUwnght  smiled,  as  one  who  expected  the  stvlish 
young  man  to  join  in  the  joke.    But  the  young  man  did 
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So  Adam  Tellwright  suddenly  ceased  to 
'  Adam  inquired. 


not  smik. 
smile. 

"  Are  you  Mr  Balsamo? 

"  No.    I'm  his  secretary.' 

His  secretary  I  Strange  how  the  fact  that  Babamo 
was  guarded  by  a  secretary,  and  so  stylish  a  secretary, 
affected  the  sagacious  and  hard-headed  Adam  I 

"  You  wish  to  see  him?  "  the  secretary  demanded 
coldly. 

"  I  suppose  I  may  as  well,"  said  Adam,  sheepishly. 

"  He  is  disengaged,  I  think.  But  I  will  make  sure. 
Kindly  sit  down." 

Down  sat  Adam,  playing  nervously  with  his  ^  and 
intensely  hoping  that  no  other  client  would  come  in  and 
trap  him. 

"Mr  Balsamo  will  see  you,"  said  the  secretary, 
emerging  through  a  double  black  portiire.  "  The  fee  is 
a  guinea." 

He  resumed  his  chair  and  drew  towards  him  a  book 
of  receipt  forms. 

A  guinea! 

However,  Adam  paid  it.    The  receipt  form  said: 

"  Received  from  Mr  the  sum  of  one  guinea  for 

professional  assistance. — Per  Balsamo,  J.  H.  K.," 
and  a  long  flourish.  The  words  "  one  guinea  "  were 
written.  Idle  to  deny  that  this  receipt  form  was  impres- 
sive. As  Adam  meekly  followed  "  J.  H.  K."  in  to  the 
Presence,  he  felt  exactly  as  if  he  was  being  ushered  into 
a  dentist's  cabinet.  He  felt  as  though  he  had  been 
caught  in  the  wheeb  of  an  unstoppable  machine  and  was 
in  vague  but  serious  danger. 

The  Presence  was  a  bold  man,  with  a  flowing  light 
brown  moustache,  blue  eyes,  and  a  vast  forehead.  He 
wore  a  black  velvet  coat,  and  sat  at  a  small  table  on 
which  was  a  small  black  velvet  cushion.  There  were 
two  doors  to  the  rooms,  each  screened  by  double  black 
portieres,  and  beyond  a  second  chair  and  a  large  tians- 
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SijS!n^'  *"**  "  *"'^**  "^'  *•»*"  w"  no  otuer 

'•  Better  giw  me  your  hat,"  said  the  secretary,  and 
took  Jt  from  Adam,  who  parted  from  it  reluctantly,  at 

ili^^  !^  ^^  '*'?''.'!.  *"*"*'■    "^"^  ^he  portfire, 
swirtwl  together,  and  Adam  was  alone  with  Babamo 
Babamo  stared  at  him ;  did  not  even  ask  him  to  sit 
down. 

in  '^^  ^A   Tu  """*  '**  ™'    Y°"  •'on't  believe 
rno^J?"        ^*'**™>'  <=^'y-     "Why  waste  your 

"  How  can  I  tell  whether  I  believe  in  you  or  not  " 

very  lamely.    "  I've  come  to  see  what  you  can  do  " 
Dalsamo  snapped  his  nngera. 

4U-  "  ^'V ^o*"  ^'"  **'d  he.  "  and  put  your  hands  on 
this  cushion.    No!— pahns  upl" 

Babamo  gaped  at  them  a  long  time,  rubbing  his  chin. 
^?*^  Z*^'  «<^J'^ted  the  transparent  glasj  ball  so 
that  the  light  came  through  it  on  to  Adam's  hands  sat 
down  again  and  resumed  his  stare. 

"  Do  you  want  to  know  everything?  "  he  asked. 
Yes — of  course." 

"  Everything?  " 

"  S*ii"    ^  *™'*  of  weakness  in  this  affirmative. 
WeD,  you   mustn't   expect   to  live   much  after 
fifty-two.    £ook  at  the  line  of  life  there."    Hes«,kefa 
OT^^casual,  even  antipathetic  tone  that  Adam  was 

"  Yiw'TC  had  success.  You  will  have  it  continu- 
ously.   But  you  won't  live  long." 

;*  What  have  I  to  avoid?  "  Adam  demanded. 
On  t  avoid  your  fate.    You  asked  me  to  tell  vor 
eversrthing."  ^ 

"  Tell  me  about  my  past,"  said  Adam,  feebly,  the 
linal  remnant  of  shrewdness  in  him  urging  him  to  eet  the 
true  measure  of  Balsamo  before  matters  grew  woree 
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UH  "  7'^  P^l'  "  ^U'»«o  niunnuwd.    "  Keep  >t)ur 

You  re  m  busines*.  You've  never  thought  of  marriage 
-till  lately.  If.  not  often  I  «»  a  hSd  likTyouS 
Vour^te  I.  dean.    Till  lately  you  never  thouJhTof 

"  Ifow  lately? " 

to  vn^?"'v*°  '*''  T!?*.?  *••*  '•***  o'  marriage  first  came 
to  you?    You  couldn't  say  yourself.    PeJhap.  about 
three  months  ago.    Yes-thiee  months.    I  sJwater- 
you  have  crossed  the  sea.    Is  aU  this  true  ?  " 
Yes,"  admitted  Adam. 

hav^ISi?^  '**'^'  "^ "'"~-  ^  y""  ■"***  y''" 

"  Yes."    Once  more  Adam  was  staitled. 
^^   Is  he  fair?    No,  he's  not  fair.    He's  dark.    lan't 

"Yes." 

"Ah!  The  woman.  Uncertain,  uncertain.  Mind 
you  I  never  undertake  to  fcreteU  anything:  all  I  guar- 
antee «  that  what  I  do  foretell  will  Impp^;  Nowfyou 
wiU  be  marned  m  a  year  or  eighteen  months."  Bal»mo 
stuck  his  chm  out  with  the  gesture  of  one  who  imparts 
grave  news;  then  paused  reflectively. 

'•  Whom  tp?  " 

"Ah!  There  are  two  women.  One  fair,  one  dark. 
Which  one  do  yon  prefer?  " 

"  "^^^^  ^e-"  Adam  replied  in  spite  of  himself, 
life  J  ^«™I»  the  fair  one  has  not  yet  come  mto  your 
life?    No.    But  she  will  do." 

"  But  which  shall  I  many?  " 

"  Look  at  that  hne.    No,  here!    See  how  indistinct 
^d  confused  it  is.    Your  destiny  is  not  yet  settled. 
Frankly  I  cannot  teU  you  with  certainty.    No  one  can 
go  m  advance  of  destiny.    Ah!    Young  man,  I  sym 
pathize  with  you."  ' 

"  Then,  really  you  can't  tell  me." 
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"Listen!    I  might  help  you.    Yes,  I  might  help 

"  How?  " 

"  The  others  will  come  to  me." 

"What"  others?" 

"  Your  rival.    And  the  woman  vou  love  " 

"And  then?" 

"What  is  not  marked  on  your  hand  may  be  very 
clearly  marked  on  theirs.    Come  to  me  again." 

"  How  do  you  know  they  will  come?  They  both 
said  they  should  not." 

"You  said  you  would  not.  But  you  are  here.  Rely 
on  me.  They  will  come.  I  might  do  a  great  deal  for 
you.  Of  course  it  will  cost  you  more.  One  lives  in  a 
world  of  money,  and  I  sell  my  powers,  Uke  the  rest  of 
mankmd.    I  am  proud  to  do  so." 

"  How  much  will  it  cost?  " 

"  Five  pounds.    You  are  free  to  take  it  or  leave  it 
naturally."  ' 

Adam  1  jllwright  put  his  hand  in  his  pocket. 
Have  the  goodness  to  pay  my  secretary,"  Balsamo 
stopped  him  icily. 

"'n^  P"<lon."  said  Adam,  out  of  countenance. 
Of  course  if  they  do  not  come  the  money  will  be 
returned.  Now,  before  you  go,  you  might  teU  me  all 
you  know  about  him,  and  about  her.  All.  Omit 
nothmg.  It  )s  not  essential,  but  it  might  help  me. 
rhere  is  a  chance  thatit  might  make  things  clearer  than 
they  otherwise  could  be.  The  true  palmist  never  re- 
fuses any  aid." 

And  Adam  thereupon  went  into  an  elaborate  account 
of  Florence  Bostock  and  Ralph  Martin.  He  left  out 
nott  Jig,  not  even  that  Ralph  had  a  wart  on  his  chin,  and 
had  onM  broken  a  leg;  nor  that  Florence  had  once  been 
nearly  drowned  in  a  swimming-bath  in  London. 
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III 

It  was  the  same  afternoon. 

BabamostMed  calmly  at  a  young  dark-browed  man 
who  had  entered  his  sanctuary  with  much  the  same  air 
as  a  viUage  bumpkin  assumes  when  he  is  about  to  be 
^own  the  three-card  trick  on  a  race-course.  Balsamo 
did  not  even  ask  him  to  sit  down. 

',', ^Y  i° 7°"  '=°™^  to  me?    You  don't  beheve  in 
me,    said  Balsamo,  curtly.    "  Why  waste  your  half- 
,  soverfigiv'  1 ...... 

Ralph  Martin,  not  being  talkative,  said  nothing. 
However!"    Balsamo    proceeded.    "Sitdown. 
please.    Let  me  look  at  your  hands.    Ah!   yes'    Do 
you  want  to  know  an)^thing?  " 

"  Yes,  of  course." 

"  Everything?  " 

"  Certainly." 

"  Let  me  advise  you,  then,  to  give  up  all  thoughts  of 

"What  woman?" 

"You  know  what  woman.  She  is  a  very  little 
woman.  Once  she  was  nearly  drowned— far  from  here. 
You  ve  loved  her  for  a  long  time.  You  thought  it  was 
a  certamty.  And  upon  my  soul  you  were  justified  in 
thmkmg  so-almost!  Look  at  that  line.  But  it  isn't 
a  certamty.    Look  at  that  hne!  " 

Balsamo  gazed  at  him  coldly,  and  I  alph  Martin 
knew  not  what  to  do  or  to  say.  He  was  astounded: 
he  was  fnghtened;  he  was  desolated.  He  per- 
ceived at  once  that  pahnistry  was  after  all  a  terrible 
reahty. 

"  Tell  me  some  more,"  he  murmured. 
*  ..T*?  *?  Balsamo  told  him  a  great  deal  more,  including 
full  details  of  a  woman  far  finer  than  Florence  Bostock. 
whom  he  was  destined  to  m^et  in  the  following  year 
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?hin^''?''  Martin  would  have  none  of  this  new  woman 
ThMi  Balsamo  said  suddenly:  ""man. 

'.'.  S^  "?  coming.    I  see  her  cominif." 
Who?  "  ^ 

„  J'  ^^''^'^  woman.  She  is  dressed  in  white  with  a 
gold-and-white  sunshade,  and  yellow  gloves  and  bTts 
^'"^^  ^t/  8?^**  ""^^"^  "  her  hand  I?th^t  ^>" 
nf^y^^A^^^^  ^'^^^^'^  *hat  it  was  ^^  On  the 
other  haad,  Balsamo  did  not  admit  that  he  had  seen 
her^a.^  hour  earher  and  had  made  an  ^;pot1mTnt 

starTer  "^^  ^  ''"''*  ^°'^  °"  ">«  ^°°'-  ^Pb 
^7eZ  SL^'  ^'-™°'  •l-^^y-     " I  *«ar  you 

Ral^^xcSer*  """  P"^'"^^'^'  *^*  '  ^^^-^V' 
"  I  did  not,"  said  Balsamo.     "  I  would  like  to  hpin 

Ch  rv*"  ""'^y  n"^  *«^  y°"-  "  «  not  o^n  I  seet 
hand  hke  yours.  I  might  be  able  to  help  you  the 
destmy  is  not  yet  settled."  ^  ^     ' 

"  i?i}rL^°"  ^y^  *?  ^^^'P  >»«."  said  Ralph. 
"  BnT^h^     '''^"Pl^  of  guineas."  said  Balsamo 
But  what  guarantee  have  I  ?  "  Ralph  asked  niHplv 

S^ta'il'^iS'cl^'  "Tr*"  Bal^mf  not'o  te 
oU^'  ^^^  "^  ^""^""^  ^^'■^  characteristic 

"None!  "  said  Balsamo,  with  dignity  puttinc  thp 
sovere^onthetatle.     "  But  I  anf^i^Cy^  ""? 

c^SL^'S'el^'^^r'^f"'^    YoucangVbehindthoJ 

A  propjKal  open  to  moral  objections!  But  when 
you  are  m  the  state  that  Ralph  Martin  was  in  MdSve 
expenenced  what  he  had  j^st  experienced  y^v^  on? 
look  upon  morals  is  apt  to  be  disturbed         ^ 
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IV 

"  Young  lady,"  Balsamo  was  saying.  "  Rest  assured 
that  I  have  not  taken  five  shillings  from  you  for  nothing. 
Your  lover  has  a  wart  on  his  dmi." 

Daintiness  itself  sat  in  front  of  him,  with  her  little 
porcelain  hands  lying  on  the  black  cushion.  And 
daintiness  was  astonished  jito  withdrawing  those  hands. 

"  Please  keep  your  hands  still,"  said  Balsamo,  firmly, 
and  proceeded:  "  But  j'ou  have  another  lover,  older, 
whoWias  retently  come  into  your  life.  Fair,  tall.  A 
successful  man  who  will  always  be  successful.  Is  it  not 
so?" 

"  Yes,"  a  httle  voice  muttered. 

"You  can't  make  up  your  mind  between  them? 
Answer  me." 

"  No." 

"  Aiid  you  wish  to  leam  the  future.  I  will  tell  you 
—you  will  marry  the  fair  man.  That  is  your  destiny. 
And  you  will  be  very  happy.  You  will  soon  perceive  the 
bad  qualities  of  the  one  with  the  wart.  He  is  a  wicked 
man.    I  need  not  urge  you  to  avoid  him.    You  will  do 

SO  " 

"A  bad  man!" 

"A  bad  man.  You  see  there  are  two  sovereigns 
lying  here.  That  man  has  actually  tried  to  bribe  me  to 
iiifluence  you  in  his  favour?  " 

"  Ralph?  " 

"  Since  you  mention  his  Christian  name,  I  will  men- 
tion his  surname.    It  is  written  here.    Martin." 

"  He  can't  have — possibly — " 

Balsamo  strode  with  offended  pride  to  the  porti^e, 
and  pulled  it  away,  revealing  Mr  Ralph  Martin,  who  for 
the  second  time  that  afternoon  knew  not  what  to  say  or 
to  do. 

"  I  tell  you—"  F^lph  began,  as  red  as  fire. 
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spoke  before  BaSm^fi  f  *.'*°"«^*  °*^-    They 

discuss  mala^«^fo,rl  Hnf^'  ^'^^^  P«°PJ«  ^ 

first;  then  Florenc?  JW  S*^  ""■•     ^^'P^  "^^Parted 

•  -sovereigns.    He  had'hf^fn  ^*^  «^^*«^d  "P  the 

since  Sh  £ii:^iTSi::x.^-''  ^^^'-"^ 

you  wiJJ  be  engaged  tf  her  "  ^^"-    ^°  *  ""onth 

"A  month?" 

you^' tT'k/^^Sr^'t;  had  a  painful  scene  with 
ver>ts  me  from  sAS^  C  iTL'"''"^"^  P^^" 
month  you  will  te  envied  tXr  "  '''^''  ^  * 

'n  a  secluded  combat  aXceRalnh^W  ^"^^  '^^""'e. 
warmng.  threw  his  arms  Sv  k.^^,?**^"''  ^^*hout 
round  Florence's  nei^^^ed  her  ^ir*^'=*'^«^y 
of  hmi.  But  he  connnpro^  T  ^*  ^as  wrong 
It  hides  for  yeS^d  th.n  ^'^  ^°^'  ^  ^^  that 
denied.  FlorS;  ZV  ^^  °"*'  ^nd  won't  be 
She  maiTied  Ra%h     irk'l*".^'^^"'  ^  broken. 

strange.  dark-mSded  man  o?m^ertal,r  "^^"T^  ' 
married  him.  uncertain  temper,  but  she 

notiJ^X?^lelr;Slha1t '  V"  '^^'  ^^^ 
at  fifty-two.  Hkv^ieOfTh  .  "^^^  '^°°"i«''  to  die 
soon  clured  him  of  Sit.  ^°*  °°''  ^"^  *  «°°«1  ^•^-') 
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ON  a  recent  visit  to  the  Five  Towns  I  was  sitting  with 
my  c!-"  schoolmaster,  who,  by  the  w^y,  is  much 
yovmger  than  i  am  after  ill,  in  the  bow  window  of  a  house 
overlooking  t'at  great  thoroughfare,  Trafalgar  Road, 
Bursley,  when  a  pretty  woman  of  twenty-eight  or  so 
passed  down  the  street.  Now  the  Five  Towns  contains 
more  pretty  women  to  the  square  mile  than  any  other 
district  in  England  (and  this  statement  I  am  prepared 
to  support  by  either  sword  or  pistol).  But  do  you  sup- 
pose that  the  frequency  of  pretty  women  in  Hanbridge, 
Bursley,  Knype,  Longshaw  and  Tumhill  makes  them 
any  the  less  remarked  ?  Not  a  bit  of  it.  Human  nature 
is  such  that  even  if  a  man  should  meet  forty  pretty 
women  in  a  walk  along  Trafalgar  Road  from  Bursley 
to  Hanbridge,  he  will  remark  them  cdl  separately,  and 
feel  exactly  forty  thrills.  Consequently  my  ever-youth- 
ful schoolmaster  said  to  me : 

"  Good-looking   woman   that,   eh,   boy?    Married 
three  weeks  agrf,"  he  added. 

A  piece  of  information  which  took  the  keen  edge  off 
my  interest  in  her. 

"  ReaUy!  "  I  said.    "  Who  is  she?  " 
"  Married  to  a  Scotsman  named  Macintyre,  I  fancy." 
"That  tells   me  nothing,"   I   said.      "Who  was 
she?  » 

"  Daughter  of  a  man  named  Roden." 
"  Not  Herbert  Roden?  "  I  demanded. 
"  Yes.    Art  director  at  Jacksons,  Lii.Jted." 
"  Well,  well!  "  I  exclaimed.    "  So  Herbert  Roden's 
got  a  daughter  married.    Well,  well !    And  it  seems  like 
203 


S>ra^°o?SiLT"  ^  ""*^'^y°"  know  all  about 
"  What  affair?  " 

.;^y.  the  Roden  affair!" 

NotS^°J,^^*r^  you've  "«^«'-" 

things  concerning  the  Rve  IW  J?'l.*''**  ^«  ^^^ 
who  has  lived  there  all  Ms  H^T  ^^'^  ^^oth^r  man 
seconds  I  was  dia^.^'.'^^  *'°«'n  *  know.  inTn 
those  family  his1Sv£t  Tll^ff^'^'  °"«  »" 

streaked  with  the  prec^,L  3  5  "J"^^  ^^"'^d  and 

making."  '^'    ' 'epl'ed.    "  It  doe^;^  ^t  ^y 

^^"^P^^i^TZrjJifr^^-^  IWeaddedona 
the  names.  ™°'*'  «flections-and  changed 


their  backy^Slo^^^tt^e'S'^i;*^^^-^^^^ 
the  worksof  theEmpirePorcekiJ^J'""  Third  Pit  and 
own  house,  a  leguJaJ  badiXr^  Company.  It  was  Si's 
^d  Si  was  very^d  of  it  ind  '^'  ^  »«»*  as  a  pin. 
Herbert,  beinl^^  "rpiaS  ^1!,"^??^.'*="^  about  rt 

Her....  a-%^^.-r.1rS^.^iSt^^ 
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^  and  was  in  the  decorating  department  at  Jackson's 
Tl^y  had  got  on  t<«ether  pretty  well,  had VS^e^I 
bert.  in  a  gnm.  taciturn,  Five  Towns  way.  TheWstori 
cal  scandal  began  when  Herbert  wanted^  o  mamTiSw 
Oubnam,  an  o^jhan  hke  himself,  employed  at7<W 
'"^'ffS  «>,  Crown  Square.  Hanbrivke    ^  ^ 

Her  Jrt°"  b„??1?;,''"  "  *''°»'''*  ^  '"^d."  said  Si  to 
"  B  ;    u      ^  ^A^e'er  speak  to  thee  again." 
But  why.  uncle?  "  «>6a^- 

"  ThatV  why."  said  Si. 

been^  bl^irwi'S^fi^f  pt^J^  S^e^ol 

stamp  out  of  the  house  when  a  weU-to-do  and  childW* 
uncle  shatters  yom-  Kfe's  dream.    YouXembfe    S 
piece  the  dream  together  again  while  yZ^dfis  iS 
ing  another  way.    You  feel  that  you  L^S  of  S 

Ttsett       ^  '*  °'^*''      ^*^  ^^-    Alice  fa'^citj 
Si's  reasons  for  objecting  so  poUtely  to  the  projected 
mam^ge  were  various.    In  the  first  place  he  hadner 

place,  though  m  many  respects  a  most  worthy  n^  he 
was  a  selfish  man.  and  he  didn't  want  hS  ^e'ave 
hmi.  because  he  loathed  solitude.     In  tKrd  vh^ 

affair  with  Ahce's  mother  and  had  been  cut  out  ■  iX  one 
deviation  mto  the  reahns  of  romance-aSd  a  disSro^ 

^  1*  ?i  f^^^^  ^^'  ^"»  a  cow  anger.  th^Her- 
bert  should  have  chosen  just  Alice  outTthe  w^tt  of 
women  m  the  Five  Towns.  Herbert  wT^Se  of 
this  reason  at  the  moment.  unaware  of 

The  youth  was  being  driven  to  the  conclusion  that  h.. 
would  be  compeUed  to  offend  his  mide  XTu  wha? 
Ahce  came  mto  two  thousand  two  hm,d«d  i^^dsSm 
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»J^^^"'**"'^'"  ^*'*«^-  The  thought  of  this 
f^L^  '*r/2°'*  *°  "y  *'"'•  I  J«ve  peo?te  to  come 
SI^H  ),  *  l'*"'!  unexpected.  Herbert  in^tantw"! 
vwed  her  to  breathe  not  a  word  of  the  legacy  t^yone 
They  were  independent  now,  and  he  determined  H^^h^ 
would  teach  his  uncle  a  lesson.  He  had  raffect^  for 
hB  uncle,  but  in  the  Five  Towns  you  can  have  an  affec 
tion  for  a  person,  and  be  extremely  aiidSv  sav^e 
agamst  that  person,  and  plan  crud  reveE  o3 
person,  aU  at  the  same  time.  ^  ^ 

i,,A^t^^V^t^^  ^^^  '^8*<=y  ^'0"W  modify  Si's  atti- 
tude towards  the  marriage,  if  Si  knew  of  it.    Legaci^ 
•  wlT  °Hure#ndilbgic=U  s^^,  do  modify  S^s 
towards  marnages.    To  keep  a  pemiUess  dressmaker  ou? 
u    ft'  ^1  T'5:  ?«y  he  a  righteous  act.    But  to  keep  a 
level-headed  gu-1  with  two  thousand  odd  of  her  owS  ou? 
of  one's  family  would  be  the  act  of  an  ms^^^S 
Therefore  Herbert  settled  that  Si  should  not™  of  S 
S- J'  ^""^^  be  defeated  without  the  legacy,  or  he 
shovdd  be  made  to  suffer  the  humiliation  of  yielding  after 
bemg  confronted  with  the  accomplished  fact  of  a  secret 
manage.    Herbert  was  fairly  sure  that  he  wo^d  S 
Sk  hXT'  "^^  %  '^•'."P^^  °^  thousand  at  his  S 

k  Slrt^  ""J^*^  f^'^  *°  t*''^  the  risks  of  war. 
aDn™S.f '  "^^f  ^^  something  of  the  devil  in  him, 
approached  his  uncle  once  more,  with  a  deceitful  respect 

S^H  h!lfT  °T.  T'"  P^^t^'y  rebuCed-as  inde^he 
mlS^   Tel  r  ^- .".'  *^^"  "^San  his  clandestine  . 
Ihf  I™  "^f  ^hich  culminated  in  him  leaving 

^;£z:ziiT  """^^  '''^'  -  ^  -the? 

The  tramcar  came  down  presently  from  Hanbridge 
Not  one  of  the  swift  thunderous  electrical  thtogs  that 
now  chase  each  other  aU  over  the  Fi^^e  TowmTeveS 
direction  at  mtervals  of  about  thirty  seconds TbuUhe  oW 

anX^a^nr f?'*"'^'^  «^"''^?^^  -<^  B^ey  twSt 
an  hour  and  no  oftener,  announcing  its  departure  by  a 
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big  beU,  and  stoppmg  at  toU-gates  with  broad  eaves,  and 
clin,b««  hJb  with  the  aid  of  a  tip-horse  and  a  toy 
perched  on  the  back  thereof.  That  was  a  cahn  and 
spacious  age. 

Herbert  boarded  the  car,  and  raised  his  hat  rather 
stiflSy  to  a  nice  girl  sitting  in  a  comer.  He  then  sat 
down  m  another  comer,  far  away  from  her.  Such  is  the 
capacity  of  youth  for  chicane!  For  that  nice  girl  was 
exactly  Ahce,  and  her  presence  on  the  car  was  part  of 
the  plot.  When  the  car  arrived  at  Bursley  these 
monsters  of  duplicity  descended  together,  and  went  to  a 
smaU  pubhc  building  and  entered  therein,  and  were 
dujected  to  o£.official  arfd  InRoSpfta'ble  room  which  w^ 
only  saved  from  absolute  nakedness  by  a  desk,  four 
Wmdsor  chairs  some  blotting-paper,  pens,  ink  and  a 
P^,.?^  ^.f*** '  Directory  of  the  Five  Towns.  An 
amiable  old  man  received  them  with  a  perfunctory 
gra^aty,  and  two  acquaintances  of  Herbert's  strolled  in 
blushing.  The  old  man  told  everybody  to  sit  dowS" 
f  ^  *.,  T  *1"^«**°"«  of  no  spiritual  import,  abruptly 
told  them  tostand  up,  taught  them  to  say  a  few  phr^ 
f^M  fi,  I  a  I^raon  buying  a  ha'-porth  of  tin-tacks! 
if  i^^  °  "*  ^°'^'  ^^  "  ^°""  ^^O'  took  some 

^i^  tI  ^^  """i"*  «°-  ^  ^^^y  *««*•  secretly  sur- 
W^hl  /  '*'^i'!f  v'^u'*  "*"^^'  ^"'l  this  the  impos- 
ing theatre  provided  by  the  State  in  those  far-off  days 
for  the  solemmzmg  of  the  most  important  act  in  a 
citizen's  hfe.  It  is  different  now;  thrcopy  of  Kea^s't 
Directory  is  a  much  later  one. 

Herbert  thanked  his  acquaintances,  who,  beggine 
him  not  to  mention  it,  departed.  ^ 

n*  ",w*"'.<*l!^*'!  °''^^'  "  breathed  Herbert  with  a  sigh 
i'ut^oZ'.^'^'''''"'''''-    ^*--lkrou^d 

"  I  should  love  to!  "  said  Alice. 

It  was  a  most  enjoyable  walk.    In  the  heights  of 
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Moorthorne  they  gradually  threw  off  the  depteuinff  in- 
fluence of  thoM  four  Windsor  chain,  and  reali«edSjeir 
bliM.  They  reached  Paddock  Place  again  at  a  quarter 
to  one  o'clock,  which,  as  they  were  a  very  methodical 
and  trustworthy  pair,  was  precisely  the  moment  at 
which  they  had  meant  to  reach  it.  The  idea  was  that 
they  should  call  on  Si  and  announce  to  him,  respectfully : 

Uncle,  we  think  it  only  right  to  tell  you  that  we  are 
mamed.  We  hope  you  will  not  take  it  ill,  we  should  like 
to  be  friends."  They  would  then  feave  the  old  man  to 
eat  the  news  with  his  dinner.  A  cab  was  to  be  at  the 
door  at  one  o'ck)ck  to  cany  them  to  Knype  StaUon, 
where  they  would  partake  of  the  wedding  breakfast  in 
•the.  first-tlas*  refreshment  foom,»aiM'afterwa(d«  Aifcrf 
the  two-forty  to  Blackpool,  there  to  spend  a  honeymoon 
of  SIX  days. 

This  was  the  idea. 

Herbert  was  afready  rehearsing  in  his  mind  the  exact 
tone  m  which  I.e  should  say  to  Si:  "  Uncle,  we  think  it 
only  right—"  when,  as  they  approached  the  house,  they 
both  saw  a  white  envelope  suspended  under  the  knocker 
of  the  door.  It  was  addressed  to  "  Mr  Herbert  Roden  " 
m  the  handwriting  of  Silas.  The  moment  was  dramatic 
As  they  had  not  yet  discussed  whether  correspondence 
should  be  absolutely  common  property,  Alice  looked 
discreetly  away  while  Herbert  read:  "Dear  nephew, 
I  ve  gone  on  for  a  week  or  two  on  business,  and  sent 
Jane  Sarah  home.  Her's  in  need  of  a  hoKday.  You 
must  lodge  at  Bratt's  meantime.  I've  had  your  things 
put  in  there,  and  they've  gotten  the  keys  of  the  ho^ 
—Yours  affly,  S.  Roden."  Bratt's  was  next  door  but 
one,  and  Jane  Sarah  was  the  Roden  servant,  aged  liftv 
or  more.  ■' 

"Well,  I'm—!  "  exclaimed  Herbert. 

"  Well,  I  never! "  exclaimed  Alice  when  she  had 
tead  the  letter.    "  What's  the  meaning—?  " 

"Don't  ask  me!  "  Herbert  replied. 
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'Going  off  like  this! 
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'  exclaimed  Alice. 
•  K„f  «,h  *  '  '^claimed  Herbert. 

"  S,  Ti^t  '^J'"'  **•  **°'  "  Alice  asked. 

StSi^^T^T  -'y  a  Sed^i^rwte^ 

have  it!    ihaveS^'  '>'' "ta^d  Positively.    "I 

;;  What?  "Alice  demanded. 
"  fn'Sr hTus^^Ji'  ""^  ''°"'>^~°  ^««?  " 

li^^ni^r-humorst^'^Sren'^S''  H 
wouldn't  get  damp  "X  s^"d     <•  A«/?if      ^*  .  ''°"** 

g-^sav^ofexS^nil'^'^JcouldX^r^eS/ 
chairs  with  what  we  saved  "  y" 

«^mss,  you  Know.  .  .  .    And  this  house  isn't  so  bad 

gested^"*  "  ^*  °""'  ^'^  ^'^  «*"«"  "s?  "  Alice  sug- 

"Well,  he  couldn't  eat  us!  "  said  Herbert. 
"  aS  h.  r  **^*J"'f  °t  ' '  this  truth  emboldened  Alice 

rive  lowns.    He  got  a  reasonable  tip,  no  more, 
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The  Bratts,  vastly  intrigued,  looked  inconip''niouily 
on. 

Herbert  banged  the  door  and  faced  Alice  in  the  lobby 
across  her  chief  trunk.  The  honejrmoon  had  com- 
menced. 

"  We'd  better  get  this  out  of  the  way  at  once,"  said 
Alice  the  practical. 

And  between  them  they  carried  it  upstairs,  Alice,  in 
the  intervals  of  tugs,  making  favourable  remarks  about 
the  cosiness  of  the  abode. 

"  This  is  uncle's  bedroom,"  said  Herbert,  showing 
the  front  bedroom,  a  really  spacious  and  dignified 
chamber  full  of  spacious  and  dignified  furniture,  and  not 
a  pin  out  of  place  in  it.  .   •  •   .      . 

"What  a  funny  i-oom  I  "  Alice  commented.  "But 
it's  very  nice." 

"  And  this  is  mine,"  said  Herbert,  showing  the  back 
bedroom,  much  inferior  in  every  way. 

When  the  trunk  had  been  carried  into  the  front  bed- 
room, Herbert  descended  for  the  other  things,  including 
his  own  luggage;  and  Alice  took  of!  her  hat  and  jacket 
and  calmly  laid  them  on  Silas's  ample  bed,  gazed  into 
all  Silas's  cupboards  and  wardrobes  that  were  not  locked, 
patted  her  hair  in  front  of  Silas's  looking-glass,  and 
dropped  a  hairpin  on  Silas's  floor. 

She  then  kneeled  do«m  over  her  chief  trunk,  and  the 
vision  of  her  rummaging  in  the  trunk  in  his  uncle's  bed- 
room was  the  most  beautiful  thing  that  Herbert  had 
ever  seen.  Whether  it  was  because  the  light  caught  her 
brown  hair,  or  because  she  seemed  so  strange  there  and 
yet  so  deliciously  at  home,  or  because —  Anyhow,  she 
fished  a  plain  white  apron  out  of  the  trunk  and  put  it  on 
over  her  grey  dress.  And  the  quick,  graceful,  enchanting 
movements  with  which  she  put  the  apron  on— well,  they 
made  Herbert  feel  that  he  had  only  that  moment  begun 
to  live.  He  walked  away  wondering  what  was  the 
matter  with  him.    If  you  imagine  that  he  ran  up  to  her 
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and  kiMed  her  you  imagine  a  vain  thing;  you  do  not 
understand  that  complex  and  capricious  organism,  the 
masculine  heart. 

The  wedding  breakfast  consbted  of  part  of  a  leg  of 
mutton  that  Jane  Sarah  had  told  the  Bratts  they  mkht 
have,  pikelets  purchased  from  a  street  hawker,  c^ee, 
scrambled  eggs,  biscuits,  butter,  burgundy  out  of  the 
cellar,  iwtatoes  out  of  the  cellar,  cheese,  sardines,  and  a 
custard  that  Alice  made  with  custard-powder.  Herbert 
had  to  go  out  to  buy  the  bread,  the  butter,  the  sardines 
and  some  milk ;  when  he  returned  with  these  purchases, 
a  portion  of  the  milk  being  in  his  breast  pocket,  Alice 
^checked  them,  and  exhibited  a  nyl^surprise  that  he  had  . 
not  Bone  something  foolish,  and  told  him  to  dear  out  of 
"her  kitchen." 

Her  kitchen  was  really  the  back  kitchen  or  scullery, 
rhe  proper  kitchen  had  always  been  used  as  a  dining- 
room.  But  Alice  had  set  the  table  in  the  parlour,  at  the 
front  of  the  hou.se,  where  food  had  never  before  been 
eaten.  At  the  first  blush  this  struck  Herbert  as  sacri- 
lege; but  Alice  said  she  didn't  like  the  middle  room,  be- 
cause it  was  dark  and  because  there  was  a  china  pig  on 
the  high  mantelpiece ;  and  really  Herbert  could  discover 
no  reason  for  not  eating  in  the  parlour.  So  they  ate  in 
the  parlour.  Before  the  marvellous  repast  was  over 
Alice  had  rearranged  all  the  ornaments  and  chairs  in 
tni  I  parlour,  turned  round  the  carpet,  and  patted  the 
window  curtains  into  something  new  and  strange. 
Herbert  frequently  looked  out  of  the  window  to  see  if  his 
uncle  was  coming. 

"  Kty  there's  no  dessert,"  said  Herbert.  It  was 
three  o'clock,  and  the  refection  was  drawing  to  a  re- 
luctant close. 

"  There  is  a  dessert,"  said  Alice.  She  ran  upstairs, 
and  came  down  with  her  little  black  hand-bag,  out  of 
which  she  produced  three  apples  and  four  sponge-cakes, 
meant  for  the  railway  journey.    Amazing  woman !    Yet 
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m  rMuiTung  her  seat  she  mistook  Herbert's  knee  for  her 
^^iJT^""^   ^°'^^'    Intoxicating    mixture    of 
^nt  JT^*"*^'"'^*^  ™^*'"ng  '^^°^^^-    And  Si  had 
wan  ed  to  prevent  Herbert  from  marryring  this  pwxl! 
^^  Now  I  must  wash  up !  "  said  she  ^^ 

back  at  cTr^  °"t  r*^  ^!^T^^^  *°  J^«  Sarah  to  come 

cide'dte^fl"^^^^  ''''  "^'^"  "'^  to-morrow,"  Alice  de- 
A  f^r^-p:^-  I  rax  le^tj  h^r^ 

"  ^^h.^^?  ^=^"C  't"  ^Wspered.    "  I'll  go." 
ShaU  I  go?  "  Herbert  asked. 
No— I'U  go,"  said  Alice. 
,  And  she  went— apron  and  all. 

?^'?*»  overheard  the  convereation. 
Bratt     '       Exclamation  of  feigned  surprise  from  Mre 

"  U^v,"h  \  ^^^^  °^  ?  politeness  almost  excessive. 

^..  T  J  ^^*  *'*^'"^  bedroom's  all  ready  " 

"  We'S'mi^""''"  ^'^  ^"'^-     "  ^  *^°"'*  ^^'""^  ^°" 
"A'!!^  Mre  Herbert  Roden,"  said  Alice,  primly 

I  did??  knJ,S'J"'''°"'  ™''-*''"'  ^'^^^  '^^''"  ^"^«- 

;;  No,"  said  Alice!  "  The  wedding  was  this  moniing." 

I  m  sure  I  wish  you  both  much  happiness  you  Md 

?no!^l^^'  ^'^  ^'*"'  '^^^'^y-       "^  haS ^ut 

"•niank  you,"  said  AHce,  "  I'U  tell  my  husband  " 
And  she  shut  the  door  on  the  entire  world. 
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II 

One  evening,  after  tea,  by  gasUght.  Hei h»rf  w» ;  rerdine 
the  newspaper  in  the  parlour  at  Paddock  PlaS  wh3 
heard  a  fumbling  with  keys  at  the  front  door.  Therai^ 
was  pouring  down  heavily  outside.  hV  hesitated^ 
moment.    He  was  a  brave  man,  but  he  Sted  a 

flash  who  was  the  fumbler  at  the  front  door  Then  he 
ran  into  the  lobby,  and  at  the  same  ii^i^t  the  door 
opened  and  his  long-lost  uncle  stood  before  Wm   a 

[[  Well,  uncle,"  he  stammered,  "  how  are—" 
Nay,  my  lad,"  Si  stopped  him,  refusing  his  hand 
I'm  too  wet  to  touch.  Get  along  into  th'  KtSn 

possession  o  my  house!  ««vcu 

"  Yes,  uncle.    You  see — " 

They  were  now  in  the  back  kitchen,  or  scullerv 

ZZ\^^?^^}  ^'^  ^^  ''"^^  ^  a  smd^  iSJe  aS 
great  kettle  of  water  singing^owr  it 

Hprhfr  ^^  ^^*."*  *  ''^^•'*'  lad."  said  Si.  stopping 
Herbert  agam,  and  turning  up  the  gas.  ^^^ 

A  blanket?  " 

r,;^^'  ^r\'^  bhnket.    Art  struck?  " 
When  Herbert  returned  with  the  blanket  Silas  was 
spilhng  mustard  out  of  the  mustard  tinkto  a  W 

sJ^ne^r*^''  ^^'^  '^^  ^^  removed  from  the  Sp 
stone  to  a  convement  place  on  the  floor  in  front  of  the 

So  the'^.^.T'^i  ""^  ^^  *ater  from  the  ketUe 
mto  the  receptacle,  and  tested  the  temperature  with  his 

"y\f^iu     If .   exclaimed,    shaking    his    finger 

>  ^ch  us  the  whisky,  lad."  ^  "^cr. 

When  Herbert  returned  a  second  time.  Uncle  Silas 
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vras  sitting  on  a  chair  wearing  merely  the  immense 
WaiJcet.  which  feU  gracefuDy  in  rich  folds  around  him  to 
fl?or.  From  sundry  escaping  jets  of  steam  Herbert 
was  able  to  judge  that  the  zinc  bath  lay  concealed  some- 
where withm  the  blanket.  Si's  clothes  were  pUed  on  the 
deal  table.  '^ 

'.-ri.^^*™?'  ^°"^?,  "y  ^^*  "»  yet."  said  Si. 
They  re  restmg  on  th'  edge.  But  I'U  get  'em  in  in  a 
mmute  Oh!  Blazes!  Here!  Mix  ,^  f  gl^o"thLt 
hot.  And  then  get  out  that  dothes-horee  and  hane  mv 
duds  on  It  nigh  th'  fire."  ^^*  ^ 

Herbert  obeyed,  as  if  in  a  dream. 

"I  canna  do  wi'  another  heavy  cowd  [cold]  at  my 

rZ.",  rt' X^A^t'^^^  r'y  •"»«  ^y  *°'  *°  stop  it 

There !    That'll  do.  lad.    Let's  have  a  look  at  thee  " 

Herbert  perched  himself  on  a  comer  of  the  table 
The  vivaaty  of  Silas  astounded  him. 

*•,  "  ??"  ^°°^  °'*^*'"'  nephew,"  said  Sila  ,  sipping  at 
the  whisky,  and  smacking  his  lips  grimly 

Vn.!'™**!?''  J^*"'  ^u"  ^^^  younger,  uncle,  anyhow. 
You  w  shaved  your  beaid  off,  for  one  thing  " 
,y,  ^  Y^' ?nd  a  pretty  cold  it  give  me,  too !    I'd  carried 
that  beard  for  twenty  year."  ui-"iiea 

"  Then  why  did  you  cut  it  off?  " 
"Because  I  had  to,  lad.    But  never  mind  that.    So 
uiou  st  taken  possession  o'  my  house?  " 
H«-w  Y!   y?'^j'iO"se  any  longer,  uncle,"  said 
Herbert  determmed  to  get  the  worst  over  at  once. 
Not  my  house  any  longer!    Us'll  see  whether  it 
inna  my  house  any- longer." 

"  If  you  go  and  disappear  for  a  twelvemonth  and 
more,  uncle,  and  leave  no  address,  you  must  take  the 
consequence.  I  never  knew  till  after  you'd  gone  that 
you  d  mortg^ed  this  house  for  four  hundred  wunds  to 
Calfear,  the  fish-dealer."  i^^'^  w 

"  Who  towd  thee  that?  " 
"CaUeartoWme." 
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"  CaUear  had  no  cause  to  be 
him  twi  8  as  his  interest  'ud  be 
come  back." 

"  Yes,  I  know.  But  you  didn't  give  any  address. 
And  he  wanted  his  money  back.     So  he  came  to  me." 

"Wanted  his  money  back!  "  cried  Silas,  splashing 
about  in  the  hidden  tub  and  grimacing.  "  He  had  but 
just  lent  it  me." 

"  Yes,  but  Tomkinson,  his  landlord,  died,  and  he  had 
the  chance  of  buying  his  premises  from  the  executors. 
And  so  he  wanted  his  money  back." 

"  And  what  didst  tell  him,  lad?  " 

"  I  told  him  I  would  take  a  transfer  of  the  mort- 
gage." 

"  Thou!  Hadst  gotten  four  hundred  pounds  i'  thv 
pocket,  then? "  t~  y 

"  Yes.    And  so  I  took  a  transfer." 

"Bless  us!  This  comes  o' going  away!  But  where 
didst  find  th'  money?  " 

"And  what's  more,"  Herbert  continued,  evading 
the  question,  "  as  I  couldn't  get  my  interest  I  gave  you 
notice  to  repay,  uncle,  and  as  you  didn't  repay — " 

"  Give  me  notice  to  repay !  What  the  dev—  ?  You 
hadna'  got  my  address." 

"  I  had  your  legal  address— this  house,  and  I  left 
the  notice  for  you  in  the  parlour  And  as  you  didn't 
repay  I — I  took  possession  as  mortgagee,  and  now  I'm — 
I'm  foreclosing." 

"  Thou'rt  foreclosing!" 

Silas  stood  up  in  the  tub,  staggered,  furious,  sweating. 
He  would  have  stepped  out  of  the  tub  and  done  some- 
thing to  Herbert  had  not  common  prudence  and  the  fear 
of  the  blanket  falling  off  restrained  his  passion.  There 
was  left  to  him  only  one  thing  to  do,  and  he  did  it.  He 
sat  down  again. 

"  Bless  us!  "  he  repeated  feebly. 

"  So  you  see,"  said  Herbert. 
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wi-  "j^^^?^  "^  "^  l"-  -er  since-alone. 

whisky!^^  ^P***  '^"^  tl»«  remainder  of  tiie 

::W.ere«  her?  "Silas  demanded. 

S^t'SS^e^'^i^Ct'"""- 
Silas*. "^"^  """"^^  "P^'-^^  d°^'  "  proceeded  Uncle 

inmym'rSm.""''^'*-    "  ^^'^e  Put  all  your  things 

'•  Md"' 11  ^'t  J£!*r  ""'^S'^- j^*!'  "gn'wled Silas, 
as  used  to  te  on  tt„  f  •*°°  '""'=^'  ^^^ere's  that  china^ 

in  a;SCS.'  f^e'irdk-rfe  .."  '"^^'^  P"^  "  away 
pigt,;^;    ^^^•'"t^onderingifye'dforeclosedonth' 

some  more  hot  water  in  here    VLt    "  *'\*^^-    P*"^ 

Carl  Rosa  ODera  fW.  °**  remember  when  th" 

year?    f  S  her  S^  S^,  "*  T^«**'«  R^J^  last 

"J  mst  act  o  Tannhauser,  and  her  was  a 
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ogarette  girl  i*  summat  else.    But  it  was  i^  ri«  J? 
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women!  Women!  Her  had  me  dangling  after  her  from 
town  to  town  for  a  week.  I  was  determined  to  get  her, 
and  get  her  I  did,  though  it  cost  me  my  beard,  and  the 
best  part  o' that  four  htmdred.  I  married  her  i' Halifax, 
lad,  and  it  were  the  best  day's  work  I  ever  did.  You 
never  seed  such  a  woman.    Big  and  plump — and  sing! 

By !    I  never  cared  for  singing  afore.    And  her 

knows  the  world,  let  me  tell  ye." 

"  You  might  have  sent  us  word,"  said  Herbert. 

Silas  grew  reflective.  "  Ah !  "  he  said.  "  I  might— 
and  I  mightn't.  I  didn't  want  Hanbridge  chattering. 
I  was  trapesing  wi'  her  from  town  to  town  till  her  en- 
gagement was  up— pretty  near  six  months.  Then  us 
settled  i'  rooms  at  Scarborough,  and  there  was  other 
things  to  think  of.  I  couldn't  leave  her.  Herwouldna' 
let  me.  To-day  was  the  fust  free  day  I've  had,  and  so  I 
run  down  to  fix  matters.  And  nice  weather  I've  chosen ! 
Her  aunt's  spending  the  night  wi'  her." 

"  Then  she's  left  the  stage." 

"  Of  course  she's  left  th'  stage.  What  'ud  be  th' 
sense  o'  her  painting  her  face  and  screeching  her  chest 
out  night  after  night  for  a  crowd  o'  blockheads,  when  I 
can  keep  her  like  a  lady.  Dost  think  her's  a  fool?  Her's 
the  only  woman  wi'  any  sense  as  ever  I  met  in  all  my 

"  And  you  want  to  come  here  and  live?  " 
"  No,  us  dunna !  At  least  her  dunna.  Her  says  her 
hates  th' Five  Towns.  Her  says  Hanbridge  is  dirty  and 
too  rehgious  for  her.  Says  its  nowt  but  chapels  and 
public-houses  and  pot-banks.  So  her  ladyship  wunna' 
come  here.  No,  nephew,  thou  shalt  buy  this  house  for 
six  hundred,  and  be  d — d  to  thy  foreclosure!  And  th' 
furniture  lor  a  hundred.  It's  a  dead  bargain.  Us'll 
settle  at  Scarborough,  Liz  and  me.  Now  this  water's 
getting  chilly.  I'll  nip  up  to  thy  room  and  find  some 
other  clothes." 

"  You  can't  go  up  just  now,"  said  Herbert. 
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"  But  I  mun  go  at  once,  nephew.  Th'  water's  chilly, 
and  I've  had  enough  on  it." 

"  The  fact  is  we're  using  my  old  bedroom  for  a  sort 
of  a  nursery,  and  Alice  and  Janp  Sarah  are  just  eivine 
the  baby  its  bath." 

"  Babby!  "  cried  Silas.  "  Shake  hands,  nephew. 
Give  us  thy  fist.  I  may  as  well  out  wi'  it.  I've  gotten 
one  mysen.    Poiu-  some  more  hot  water  in  here,  then." 


;   ii 
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'pHE  tight  hand  was  Mrs  Garlick's.  A  miser,  she  was 
fcT.  fh  ?i^  .  ordinary  miser,  being  exceptional  in  the 
ll^t^^^Vu  *««P«'?™«nt  was  joyous.  She  had  reached 
w  iT^^^J^f  °1  'I*'  widowhood  and  the  sixtieth  of 
a,«1!f;  *l  <^eerfuhiess  unimpaired.  The  people  of 
Bursley  when  they  met  her  sometimes  of  a  mominK 

a^rlJ^pT  ""^^il?^  *°^  ''"^  *>«^  si'^g^  house  up 
lJlirl\T^'^^  be  conscious  of  pleasure  in  her  brisk 
gait,  her  shghtly  mahcious  but  broad-minded  smile,  and 
her  cheerful  greeting.    She  was  always  in  black.    She 

^T.  '^Tk°"u  °\  ^^^"^  ""^^S  black  bomiets  which 
possess  neither  back  nor  front,  nor  any  clue  of  any  kind 
.,^K?1^"^"*  mystery.  She  always  wore  a  mantle 
which  hid  her  waist  and  spread  forth  in  curves  over  her 
hips;  and  as  her  sknrts  stuck  stifBy  out.  she  thus  had  the 
appearance  of  one  who  had  been  to  sleep  since  1870,  ^d 
who  had  got  up  thoroughly  refreshed  and  bright,  into 
the  costume  of  her  original  period.  She  alwayt  c^ed 
a  reticule.    It  was  known  that  she  suffered  from  dys- 

Kirei."^  ^''^'/^^  "^'"^  *°  ^^^  '«P"t-«°»  ^' 
00  .p'"'*^f.™ess,  closeness,  stinginess,  close-fistedness— 
as  tte  quahty  was  variously  called-w£«  excused  to  her 
partly  because  it  had  been  at  first  caused  by  a  genuine 
need  of  severe  econonjy  (she  having  been  "left  poorly 
OS  by  a  husband  who  had  Uved  "in  a  large  wav  ") 
partly  because  it  inconvenienced  nobody  save  perhaps 
her  servant  Mana,  and  partly  because  it  was  so  pict^ 
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esque  anc  afforded  much  excellent  material  for  Kossip 
Mrs  Garhck  s  latest  feat  of  stinginess  was  invariably  a 
safe  card  to  play  in  the  conversational  game.  Each 
successive  feat  was  regarded  as  furuiier  than  the  one 
before  it. 

Maria,  who  had  a  terrific  respect  lor  appearances 
never  daclosed  her  mistress's  peculiarities.  It  was  Mr^ 
Garhck  herself  who  humorously  ventilated  and  discussed 
theni;  Mrs  GarUck,  being  a  philosopher,  got  quite  as 
mudi  amusement  as  anyone  out  of  her  most  strikine 
quahty.  ° 

■  u'.?.,*^®'"?  ^"yt'iing  interesting  in  the  Signal  to- 
"'^u       ?,  innocently  asked  one  of  her  sons. 

"^  No,"  said  Sam  Garlick,  unthinkingly. 

"  WeU,  then,"  said  she,  "  suppose  I  turn  out  the  eas 
and  we  talk  m  the  dark?  " 

Soon  afterwards  Sam  Garhck  married;  his  mother 
remarked  drily  that  she  was  not  surprised. 

It  was  supposed  that  this  feat  of  turning  out  the  gas 
when  the  Stgnal  happened  to  fail  in  interest  would  re- 
mam  unparalleled  in  the  annals  of  Five  Towns  skin- 
flmtry.  But  in  the  summer  after  her  son's  marriage 
Mis  Garlick  was  discovered  in  tht,  evening  habit  of 
I»cmg  slowly  up  and  down  Toft  Lane.  She  said  that 
she  hated  sitting  in  the  dark  alone,  that  Maria  would  not 
have  her  m  the  kitcJien,  and  that  she  saw  no  objection 
to  making  harmless  use  of  the  Corporation  gas  by  stroll- 
mg  to  and  fro  under  the  Corporation  gas-lamps  on  fine 
nights.  Compared  to  this  feat  the  previous  feat  was  as 
naught.  It  made  Mrs  GarUck  celebrated  even  as  far  as 
Lorigshaw.  It  made  the  entire  community  proud  of 
such  an  inventive  miser. 

Once  Mrs  Garlick,  before  what  she  caUed  her  dinner 
asked  Maria,  "  WiU  there  be  enough  mutton  for  to- 
morrow? "    And  Maria  had  gloomily  and  firmly  said. 
No.       '  WiU  there  be  enough  if  I  don't  have  any 
to-day?     pursued  Mrs  Garlick,    And  Maria  had  said 
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Yes.         I  won  t  have  any  then,"  said  Mis  GarKck. 
Mana  vras  offended;  there  are  some  things  that  a  ser- 
vant wiJl  not  stand.    She  informed  Mis  Garlick  that  if 
Mrs  Garhck  meant  "  to  go  on  going  on  like  that  "  she 
should  have;  she  wouldn't  stay  in  such  a  house.    In 
vain  Jfes  Garlick  protested  that  the  less  she  ate  the  better 
r*      ..',.^'u^'*™  ^^  referred  to  her  notorious  indiges- 
,    ■  . ,.    „      y°"  *»**  y""""  <l»ner,  mum,  or  out  I 
ctears!  "    Mis  Garlick  offers  her  a  rise  of  /i  a  year  to 
stay.    She  was  already,  because  she  would  stop  and 
most  servants  wouldn't,  receiving  £18,  a  high  wage. 
She  refused  the  mcrement.    Pushed  by  her  pLion  for 
economy  m  mutton,  Mrs  Garlick  then  offeredher  a  rise 
of  £2  a  year.    Maria  accepted,  and  Mrs  Garlick  went 
wthout  mutton.    Persons  unacquainted  with  the  psy- 
chology  of  pareimoniousnes-  may  hesitate  to  credit  tlus 
mcjdent.    But  more  advari,  e  J  students  of  humanity 
wiU  beheve  it  without  difficulty.     In  the  Five  Towns 
It  IS  known  to  be  true. 


II 

The  supreme  crisis,  to  which  the  foregoing  is  a  mere  pre- 
lude, m  the  affairs  of  Mrs  GarUck  and  Maria,  was  occa- 
sioned by  the  extraordinary  performances  of  the  Mayor 
of  Bursley  This  particular  mayor  was  invested  vdth 
the  chain  almost  immediately  upon  the  concli-jon  of  a 
great  senes  of  revival  services  in  which  he  had  conspicu- 
ously figured.  He  had  an  earthenware  manufactory 
haif-way  up  the  hill  between  Bursley  and  its  loftiest 
suburb.  Toft  End,  and  the  smoke  of  his  chimneys  and 
tains  was  generaUy  blown  by  a  favourable  wind  against 
the  windows  of  Mrs  GarUck's  house,  which  stood  by 
Itself.  Mrs  Qurlick  made  nothing  of  this.  In  the  Five 
Towns  they  think  no  more  of  smoke  than  the  world  at 
large  used  to  think  of  smaU-pox.    The  smoke  plague  is 
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exactly  as  curable  as  the  small-pox  plague.  It  con- 
tinues to  flourish,  not  because  smokiness  is  cheaper  than 
cleanhness-U  is  dearer— but  because  a  greater  nuisance 
than  smoke  is  the  nuisance  of  a  change,  and  because 
.human  nature  m  general  is  rather  Uke  Mrs  Garlick  •  its 
notion  of  economy  is  to  pay  heavily  for  the  privilege  of 
depnvmg  itself  of  something-mutton  or  cleanlinel.. 

However,  this  mayor  was  different.  He  had 
emerged  from  the  revival  services  with  a  very  tender 
conscience,  and  in  assuming  the  chain  of  office  he  as- 
sumed the  duty  of  setting  an  example.  It  was  to  be  no 
excuse  tohim  that  in  spite  of  bye-laws  ten  thousandother 
dunnieysand  kUns  were  breathing  out  black  filth  all  over 
the  Five  Towns.  So  far  as  he  could  cure  it  the  smoke 
nuisance  had  to  be  cured,  or  his  conscience  would  know 
the  reason  why!  So  he  sat  on  the  borough  bench  and 
fined  himself  for  his  own  smoke,  and  then  he  instaUed 
gas  ovens.  The  town  laughed,  of  course,  and  spoke  of 
him  alternately  as  a  rash  fool,  a  hypocrite,  and  a  mere 
pompous  ass.  In  a  few  months  smoke  had  practicaUv 
ceased  to  ascend  from  the  mayoral  manufactory.  The 
financial  result  to  the  mayor  was  such  as  to  encourage 
the  tenderness  of  consciences.  But  that  is  not  the  point 
The  pomt  IS  that  Mrs  GarUck,  re-entering  her  housTone 
autumn  mommg  after  a  visit  to  the  market,  paused  to 
look  at  the  windows,  and  then  said  to  Maria: 

Maria,  what  have  you  to  do  this  afternoon? ' 
Now  Mrs  Garlick  weU  knew  what  Maria  had  to  do. 
..  »I",.*^°"*  *°  change  the  curtains,  mum." 
WeU,   you   needn't,"  said   Mrs   Garlick     "  It's 
made  such  a  difference  up  here,  there  being  so  much 
less  smoke,  that  upon  my  word  the  curtains  wiU  do 
another  three  months  quite  well!  " 

"WeU,  mum,  I  never  did!  "  observed  Maria,  mean- 
ing that  so  shocking  a  proposal  was  unprecedented  in 
her  expenence.    Yet  she  was  thirty-five 
Quite  weU!  "  said  Mrs  Garlick,  gaily. 
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Of  .tep,  a«d  uahooSre^^A™™'^^^  °"  '  P^ 

M?L^-    »»«»  »he.  "  what  are  you  doiiw?  " 
unJ^^rSS^SS-J/do  answer 

her  exrited  respiration  sh^okJl  stS^  ""  a«  f""'^^ 
the  washing  of  four  pair  o'  curtaiMl  At,h  ",'*'"' 
you  beat  the  washerwoman  do^^„^      ^^  y*""  """"^ 

haughtUy.^'*  '"''""  ^<=^-"  Mrs  Garlick  repeated 

spofirwo&'o?,l:°"'=^««^  *^^^  «  *  ^'li-te 
simply  notW  To  thL^'^*'!""'*-  T*"*  """""n  was 
there  seemedUo  te  s„m.    '""^i""'    Nevertheless,   as 

business  was  to  dkiSS.n  ^^^°"«e.  ««  Garlick's 
without  ex^eraSth«t  r«  '^'^*7.,  "  ""^y  be  said 
But  she  did^t  tucceeS  inl '"T'^'?  "  *^^P«"in8  it. 
the  curtain.  Ka  had^  m"S  ^^  *^*i^  *°  ""W 
Mrs  Garlick  he«Tlf  The  end^tt''  °*  '^hani'^terl! 
tails  are  not  sufficientiv  LI?  •  °*the  scene,  whose  de- 

that  Manrwent  u4S  tJfe*"  ^  '''=°""*«'l'  ^^ 
lick  pereonally  re-hun^th/  ^''•^  ^^'  *'"*  ^rs  Gar- 

comi^nly^L'nsivf  trifl.  '*^^?/  ?""'*  ^'^""y  i* 
was  exDensiVf.     T^       ■*.^^',*°<^  ^'^  Garlick's  dignity 

Mar^Tmomh's'^^^^s'ln'S"^^^^^^^^  "^  ^''^^^ 
Then  she  ^owed  he^Se^c'^  Sou"£lS;s^a:rfi 
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«inl!iK  "*™'  "'wniy  departure  Mrs  Garlick  re- 
gained her  sense  of  humour  and  her  cheerfutow^  but 
the^o-nvemences  of  being  without  MaSa  wlj;  £^! 


■   i 


in 

ktle^  fr?r°?  ^y  *f  °'"^'  Mn  Garlick  received  a 
li^L  ,^  y'"^  Lawton,"  the  solicitor.  Yomu 
Lawton,  s^ed  over  forty,  was  not  so-called  bscauL^ 

tne  comines  of  forty-five,  but  because  he  had  succeeded 
howev^  is  not  f    ^^  ^T*-.  ^  ^'^^  Towns, 

M«jademanded£i,  13s.  4d.  plus  the  value  of  a  nSs 

G  J^r  T  "^"l  ^  "^  fetter  than  met  the  eye  of  Mn. 
Ooruck.  Young  Lawton's  offices  were  cleaned  bvi 
certam  old  woman;  this  old  woman  had  a  a^^-Sifa 

nJ!!?^  J"*V^°.'''  ^^  *t  least  twice  every  day  he 
passed  by  Jfrs  Garhck's  house.    He  was  a  ^nertft^ 

SSZ?  m""^\^"*^  "  '^^  '^^  e^du^lvS'^^n^S 
account  that  Mana  had  msisted  on  changinir  the  historic 

passea  m  front  of  the  house,  for  miportant  people  have 
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long  since  ceased  to  live  at  Toft  End.  Tlie  subtle 
flattering  of  an  unspoken  love  had  impelled  Maria  to 
leave  her  situation  rather  than  countenance  soiled 
curtains.  She  could  not  bear  that  the  warehouseman 
should  suspect  her  of  tolerating  even  the  semblances  of 
dirt.  She  had  permitted  the  warehouseman  to  hear  the 
facts  of  her  departure  from  Mrs  GarUck's.  The  ware- 
houseman was  nobly  indignant,  advising  an  action  for 
assault  and  battery.  Through  his  aunt's  legal  relations 
Msuria  had  been  brought  into  contact  with  the  law,  and, 
while  putting  aside  as  inadvisable  an  action  for  assault 
and  battery,  the  lawyer  had  counselled  a  just  demand 
for  more  money.    Hence  the  letter. 

Mrs  GarUck  called  at  Lawton's  office,  and,  Mr  Law- 
ton  being  out,  she  told  an  office-boy  to  tell  him  with  her 
compliments  that  she  should  not  pay. 

Then  the  County  Court  bailiff  paid  her  a  visit,  and 
left  with  her  a  blue  summons  for  £2,  8s.,  being  four 
weeks  of  twelve  shillings  each. 

Many  house-mistresses  in  Bursley  sympathized  with 
Mrs  GarUck  when  she  fought  this  monstrous  claim.  She 
fought  it  gaily,  with  the  aid  of  a  soUcitor.  She  might 
have  won  it,  if  the  County  Court  Judge  had  not  hap- 
pened to  be  in  one  of  his  pecuhar  moods— one  of  those 
moods  in  which  he  felt  himself  bound  to  be  ori^nal  at 
all  costs.  He  dehvered  a  judgment  sympathizing  with 
domestic  servants  in  general,  and  with  Maria  in  particu- 
lar. It  was  a  Uvely  trial.  That  night  the  Signal  was 
very  mteresting.  When  Mrs  GarUck  had  finished  with 
the  action  she  had  two  and  threepence  change  out  of  a 
five-poimd  note. 

Moreover,  she  was  forced  to  employ  a  charwoman— 
a  charwoman  who  had  made  a  fine  art  of  breaking  china, 
of  losing  silver  teaspoons  down  sinks,  and  of  going  home 
of  a  night  with  vast  pockets  fuU  of  things  that  belonged 
to  her  by  only  mne-tenths  of  the  law.  The  charwoman 
ended  by  tumbUng  through  a  window,  smashing  panes 
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to  the  extent  of  seventeen  and  elevenpence,  and  irreDar- 

ably  npping  one.  of  the  historic  curtains  ^ 

Mre  Garlick  then  dismissed  the  charwoman  and  sat 

£ro  V  H^- J?"  ™**  °^  ^"^  economir^hrpriS 
lege  of  half-dirty  curtains  had  involved  her  in  ai  ex- 
pense of  £9  19s.  (call  it  £10).  It  was  in  tte  afternoon 
ITie  figure  of  Mana  crossed  the  recently-repaired  wkTw 
Xe  tol'  """°''^'  '^°"«'»'  *^  Gariick  rush Jout  oi 

"  rJ.3^J  "  r*  ''"^^  abruptly-with  grim  humour. 
Come  here.    Come  right  inside." 

Maria  stopped,  then  obeyed. 

"  Do  you  know  how  much  you've  let  me  in  for  with 
your  wicked,  disobedient  temper?  "  ' 

"I'd  have  you  know,  mum—"  Maria  retorted 
puttmg  het  hands  on  the  hips  and  forward  her  fa2' 
nn»T?*''  P'l^o^/cene  together  was  as  nott^  to  this 
one  in  sound  and  fuiy.    But  the  close  was  S     T^ 

M^  &^^®T.^'"*^******riahadg^ri«cJ?o 
Mrs  Garhck  and  there  was  a  facetious  note  about  the 

The  truth  was  that  Maria  and  Mrs  Garhck  were  "  made 

•"nk^i?.''*^'-  Maria  would  not  look  XltteordS 
place.  The  curtams.  as  much  as  remained.  wereseSt 
to  the  wash,  but  as  three  months  Iwd  ekM^T 
m«t«ss  reckoned  that  she  had  won.  si  tt^deaS^ 
l"iveSi^T^^-" ""'  *°  appreciably  t^^ 

ThP^w7^^°l?uT/"**  °°t  *^  *°r  Maria's  hand. 
Tte  stridency  of  her  behaviour  in  court  had  frightened 

Mrs  Garhck's  chief  hobby  continues  to  be  the  small 
LnT""^-    ?iPP"y'  °^^  to  a  rise  in  the  v^ue  S 
knd  and  a  fortmiate  investment,  she  is  in  fairly  well 
to-do  circumstances.  ' 

As  she  said  one  day  to  an  acquaintance  "  It's  a  pooH 
thffig  I  can  afford  to  keep  a  tight  hanT^' thS^  "^ 
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MR  MORFE  and  Mary  Morfe,  his  sister,  were  sitting 
on  either  side  of  their  drawing-room  fire,  on  a 
Friday  evening  in  November,  when  they  heard  a  ring  at 
the  front  door.  They  both  started,  and  showed  symp- 
toms of  nervous  disturbance.  They  both  said  aloud 
that  no  doubt  it  was  a  parcel  or  something  of  the  kind 
that  had  rung  at  the  front  door.  And  they  both  bent 
their  eyes  again  on  the  respective  books  which  they  were 
reading.  Then  they  heard  voices  in  the  lobby— the 
servant's  voice  and  another  voice— and  a  movement  of 
steps  over  the  encaustic  tiles  towards  the  door  of  the 
drawing-room.  And  Miss  Morfe  ejaculated: 
"  Really!  " 

As  though  she  was  unwilling  to  believe  that  some- 
body on  the  other  side  of  that  drawing-room  door  con- 
templated committing  a  social  outrage,  she  nevertheless 
began  to  fear  the  possibility. 

In  the  ordinary  course  it  is  not  considered  out- 
rageous to  enter  a  drawing-room— even  at  nine  o'clock 
at  night— with  the  permission  and  encouragement  of  the 
servant  in  charge  of  portals.  But  the  case  of  the  Morfes 
was  peculiar.  Mr  Morfe  was  a  bachelor  aged  forty-two, 
and  looked  older.  Maiy  Morfe  wa%  a  spinster  aged 
thirty-eight,  and  looked  thirty-seven.  Brother  and 
sister  had  kept  house  together  for  twenty  years.  They 
were  passionately  and  profoundly  attached  to  each  other 
—and  did  not  know  it.  They  grumbled  at  each  other 
freely,  and  practised  no  more  conversation,  when  thev 
aaS  ' 
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were  alone,  than  the  necessities  of  existence  demanded 
^*^^  ,**„"*^  ^^y  generally  read),  but  still  their 
mutual  affection  was  tremendous.  Moreover,  they  were 
vety  firmly  fixed  in  their  habits.  Now  one  of  these 
tabits  was  never  to  entertain  company  on  Friday  night 
Friday  mght  was  their  night  of  solemn  privacy.  The 
eiybnation  of  this  habit  offers  a  proof  of  the  sentimental 
relations  between  them. 

Mr  Morfe  was  an  accountant.    Indeed,  he  was  tJu 
accountMt  in  Bursley,  and  perhaps  he  knew  more 
seCTets  of  the  ledgers  of  the  principal  earthenware  manu- 
tectiuers  thansome  of  the  manufacturersdid themselves 
But  he  did  not  live  for  accountancy.    At  five  o'clock 
every  evening  he  was  capable  of  absolutely  foreetting 
i   1.  .  r.u    1  **"■  "*"*••=•    **e  was  organist  of  SaiS 
LuJce  s  Church  (with  an  industrious  underetudy— for  he 
did  not  always  rise  for  breakfast  on  Sundays)  and,  more 
important,  he  was  conductor  of  the  Buisley  Orpheus  Glee 
Md  Ma<k^al  Club.    And  herein  lay  the  origin  of  those 
i-nday  nights.    A  glee  and  madrigal  club  naturally  com- 
prises women  as  weU  as  men ;  and  the  women  are  apt  to 
be  youngKh,  prettyish,  and  somewhat  fond  of  music, 
f  umer,  the  conductorship  of  a  choir  involves  many  and 
various  social  encounters.    Now  Mary  Morfe  was  jeal- 
ous.   Though  Richard  Morfe  ruled  his  choir  with  whips, 
thoug^  his  satuic  tongue  was  a  scorpion  to  the  chou-. 
though  he  never  looked  twice  at  any  woman,  though  she 
vras  aWs  saying  that  she  wished  he  would  marry 
Mary  Morfe  was  jealous.    It  was  Mary  Morfe  who  had 
created  the  institution  of  the  Friday  night,  and  she  had 
created  it  m  order  to  prove,  symbolically  and  spectacu- 
lajly,  to  herself,  to  him,  and  to  the  world,  that  he  and 
she  hyed  for  each  other  alone.    All  their  friends,  every 
member  of  the  choir,  in  fact  the  whole  of  the  respectable 
part  of  Bursley,  knew  quite  weU  that  in  the  Morfes* 
house  Fnday  was  sacredly  Friday. 
And  yet  a  caller  I 
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"  It's  a  vroman."  murmured  Mary.  Until  her  ear 
had  aMured  her  of  this  fact  she  had  seemed  to  be  more 
disturbed  than  startled  by  the  stir  in  the  lobby 

And  It  was  a  woman.  It  was  Miss  Eva  Hairacles 
one  of  tte  prmcipal  contraltos  in  the  glee  and  madrigal 
club.  She  entered  richly  blushing,  and  excusably  a 
httle  nervous  and  awkward.  She  was  a  tall,  agreeable 
creature  of  fewer  than  thirty  years,  dark,  ahnost  hand- 
some, with  fine  Ups  and  eyes,  and  an  effective  hiee  hat 
and  a  good  muff.  In  every  physical  way  a  marked  con- 
trast to  the  thm,  pnm,  desiccated  brother  and  sister. 

Richard  Morfe  flushed  faintly.  Mary  Morfe  mw 
more  palhd.  ■>  ■>  b 

"I  really  must  apologize  for  coming  in  like  this  " 
said  Eva,  as  she  shook  hands  cordially  with  Mary  Morfe. 
She  knew  Mary  very  weU  indeed.  For  Mary  was  the 
librarian  of  the  glee  and  madrigal  club;  Mary  never 
missed  a  rehearsal,  though  she  cared  no  more  for  music 
than  she  cared  for  the  National  Debt.  She  was  a  per- 
fect hbrarian,  and  very  good  at  unoflScially  prodding  in- 
dolent members  mto  a  more  regular  attendance  too. 

Not  at  all!  "  said  Mary.  "  We  were  only  reading  • 
you  aren  t  disturbing  us  in  the  least."  Which,  thourfi 
pohte,  was  a  lie.  >         o 

And  Eva  Harracles  sat  down  between  them.  And 
broOier  and  sister  abandoned  their  hterature. 

"  I  can't  stop,"  said  she,  glancing  at  the  clock  im- 
me^tely  m  front  of  her  eyes.  "  I  must  catch  the  last 
car  for  Silverhays." 

.'.'  X*""'^*  g°t  twenty  minutes  yet,"  said  Mr  Morfe. 
Because,"  said  Eva,  "  I  don't  want  that  walk  from 
1  umhiU  to  Silverhays  on  a  dark  night  Uke  this. " 

"  No,  I  should  think  not,  indeed! "  said  Mary  Morfe. 
J     ^  got  a  ftill  twenty  minutes,"  Mr  Morfe  re- 
peated.   The  clock  showed  three  minutes  past  nine. 

The  electric  cars  to  and  from  the  town  of  Tumiull 
were  rumblii^  past  the  verj'  door  of  the  Morfes  every 
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five  minutes,  and  would  continue  to  do  so  till  midnight. 
But  Silverhays  is  a  mining  village  a  couple  of  miles  be- 
yond Turnhill,  and  the  service  between  Turnhill  and 
Silverhays  ceases  before  ten  o'clock.  Eva's  father 
was  a  colliery  manager  who  lived  on  the  outskirts  of 
Silverha)rs. 

"  I've  got  a  piece  of  news,"  said  Eva. 

"  Yes?  "  said  Mary  Morfe 

Mr  Morfe  was  tacittmi.  He  stooped  to  nourish  the 
fire. 

"About  Mr  Loggerheads,"  said  Eva,  and  stated 
straight  at  Mary  Morfe. 

"About  Mr  Loggerheads!"  Mary  Morfe  echoed, 
and  stared  back  at  Eva.  And  the  atmosphere  seemed 
to  have  been  thrown  into  a  strange  pulsation. 

Here  perhaps  I  ought  to  explain  that  it  was  not  the 
peculiarity  of  Mr  Loggerheads'  name  that  produced  the 
odd  effect.  Loggerheads  is  a  local  term  for  a  harmless 
plant  called  the  knapweed  (centaurea  nigra),  and  it  is 
also  the  appellation  of  a  place  and  of  quite  excellent 
people,  and  no  one  -  «ards  ft  as  even  the  least  bit 
odd.  ' 

"  I'm  told,"  Si  fiva,  "  that  he's  going  into  the 
Hanbridge  Choir! ' 

Mr  Loggerheads  was  the  principal  tenor  of  the 
Bursley  Glee  and  Madrigal  Club.  And  he  was  reckoned 
one  of  the  finest  "  after-dinner  tenors  "  in  the  Five 
Towns.  The  Hanbridge  Choir  was  a  rival  organization, 
a  vast  and  powerful  afFair  that  fascinated  and  swallowed 
promising  singers  fron;  aU  the  choirs  of  the  vicinity. 
The  Hanbridge  Choir  had  sung  at  Windsor,  and  since 
that  event  there  had  been  no  holding  it.  All  other 
choirs  hated  it  with  a  homicidal  hatred. 

"  I'm  told,"  Eva  proceeded,  "  that  the  Birmingham 
and  Sheffield  Bank  will  promote  him  to  the  cashiership 
of  the  Hanbridge  Branch  on  the  imderstanding  that  he 
joins  the  Hanbridge  Choir.    Shows  what  influence  they 
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one's  talking  of  it"  '       Every- 

"  Yes,"  said  Eva. 

qui^"rub«uy  """"  "  ^'*  *"»«? "  Mr  Morfe  in- 

"M^ISept^MrSL^^^'^'.  'defiantly. 
When? 
"  The  other  day." 

MoZ°"  "'''*'  "^^  '^y^^S  *o  •»«."  protested  Mr 

"  W.n'^.'*  '^'^  ***,  •"**•"  Mary  replied. 
"  RntTil'     1!.'?'^  S^'^'  "  remarked  Eva  Hanacles 

opinK:tJ,S?J^^^^^«L^*h«'-"'-t«her 
Bu..y^raKa1SlSl^JSo!^'rj 
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«*<»uM  perish  in  the  attempt.  Growing  exdted.  in  his 
*y  ^y-  ??'«'"»in«  the  merits  of  thTcomposititS  te 
rose  from  his  easy  chair  and  went  to  search  forit  '^ 
fore  domg  so  he  looked  at  the  ctoclTXh  iiJdica^ 
twenty  minutes  past  nine.  moicated 

"  Am  I  all  right  for  time?  "  asked  Eva. 
*!.  .  ,.'  y°V>  ^  risht."  said  he.    "  If  you  eo  when 
^u'll^Ic'.^^h''''  ^-^''  ^'^  *»''*'  *«  next  iTd^ 

"Oh,  thanks!  "  said  Eva. 

Mr  Morfe  kept  his  modem  choral  music  beneath  a 
b^d  seat  under  the  bow  window.  The  music^con* 
oealed  by  a  low  curtain  that  ran  on  a  rod-the  imreS- 
vtJ:TciJ^-     H«/^P«i  down  to  finTX 

M^u^^It^"^"'/"!**  *"*  *>*  «>"ld  "»*  find  it- 
Maiy  walked  towards  that  end  of  the  drawing-room 
w^th  a  vague  notion  of  helping  him  and  th«aEvadS 

Morfe  happUy  put  his  hand  on  the  Vi^  of  d^^rT 

to  hum  S^«  '^'^  "f?  ^"'•^^'^  inspection,  andbeg^ 
to  hum  passages  and  to  point  out  others,  and  Eva  llso 
began  to  hum,  and  they  hummed  in  concert,  at  M^- 
vals  exclamung  against  the  wantonness  with  wWdi 

.     "You're  aU  right,"  Mr  Morfe  assured  her  somewhat 
You  ve  stiH  nearly  ten  minutes." 

rnm^f  Z"^^,,'?^"'  ^  '^^'^  ^nd  explanatory 
comments  on  the  Vision  of  Cleopatra.  f'-u^wry 

m„«Tf  *?f  <=ai«J>le  of  becoming  ahnost  delirious  about 
music.    Mary  Morfe  had  seated  herself  in  silence 

th/mi^  1^''*  ^'^  ?*'■  ^^"^^  approached  the  fire  and 
Uie  mantelpiece  agam.     Mr  Morfe  shut  up  the  score 

prepared  to  see  ,t  pointing  to  t;.'enty-nine  and  a  half 
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minutes  past  nine.  Instead,  the  clock  pointed  to  only 
twenty-two  minutes  past  nine. 

"  By  Jovel  "  he  exclaimed.    He  went  nearer. 

"  By  Jove! "  he  exclaimed  again  rather  more  loudly. 
"  I  do  believe  that  clock's  stopped!  " 

It  had.  The  pendulum  hung  perpendicular, 
motionless,  dead.  — «.    r    i- 

He  was  astounded.    For  the  clock  had  never  been 
known  to  stop.    It  was  a  presentation  clock,  of  the 
highest  guaranteed  qusity,  oflered  to  him  as  a  small 
token  of  regard  and  esteem  by  the  members  of  the 
Bursley  Orpheus  Glee  and  Madrigal  Club  to  celebrate 
the  twelfth  anniversary  of  his  felicitous  connection  with 
the  said  society.    It  had  stood  on  hLs  mantelpiece  for 
four  years  and  had  earned  an  absolutely  firet-class  re- 
putation for  itself.    He  wound  it  up  on  the  last  day  of 
every  month,  for  it  was  a  thirty-odd  day  clock,  specially 
made  by  a  famous  local  expert ;  and  he  had  not  known 
It  to  vary  more  than  ten  minutes  a  month  at  the  most 
And  lo!  It  had  stopped  in  the  very  middle  of  the  month. 
^^  Did  you  wind  it  up  last  time?  "  asked  Mary. 
"  Of  course,"  he  snapped.    He  had  taken  out  his 
watch  and  was  gazing  at  it.    He  turned  to  Eva.    "  It's 
twenty  to  ten,"  he  said.    "  You've  missed  your  con- 
nection at  Tumhill— that's  a  certainty.     I'm  verv 
sorry."  •' 

Obviously  there  was  only  one  course  open  to  a 
gallant  man  whose  clock  was  to  blame:  namely,  to  ac- 
company Eva  Harracles  to  Tumhill  by  car,  to  accom- 
P^y  h««"  on  foot  to  Silverhays,  then  to  walk  back  to 
Tumhill  and  come  home  again  by  car.  A  young  woman 
could  not  be  expected  to  perform  that  bleak  and  perhaps 
dangerous  joumey  from  Tumhill  to  Silverhays  alone 
after  ten  o'clock  at  night  in  November.  Such  was  the 
clear  course.  But  he  dared  scarcely  suggest  it.  He 
dwed  scarcely  suggest  it  because  of  his  sister.  He  was 
afraid  of  Mary.    The  names  of  Richard  Morfe  and  Eva 
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Hariacles  had  already  been  coupled  in  the  mouth  of 
gossip.  And  naturaUy  Eva  Harracles  herself  could  not 
suggest  that  Richard  should  sally  out  and  leave  his 
sister  alone  on  this  night  specially  devoted  to  sisterU- 
ness  and  brotherliness.  And  of  course,  Eva  thought 
Mary  will  never,  never  suggest  it. 

But  Eva  was  wrong  there. 

To  the  amazement  of  both  Richard  and  Eva.  Mary 
calmly  said:  -' 

"  Well,  Dick,  the  least  you  can  do  now  is  to  see  Miss 
Hairac  es  home.  You'll  easily  be  able  to  catch  the  last 
car  back  from  TumhiU  if  you  start  at  once.  I  daresay  I 
shall  go  to  bed."  ' 

And  in  three  minutes  Richard  Morfe  and  Eva  Har- 
raclM  were  being  sped  into  the  night  by  Mary  Morfe. 

The  Morfes'  house  was  at  the  comer  of  Trafalgar  Road 
and  Beech  Street.  The  cars  stopped  at  that  comer  in 
their  wild  course  towards  the  town  and  towards  Tumhill 
A  car  was  just  coming.  But  instead  of  waiting  for  it 
Ridiard  Morfe  and  Eva  Harracles  deliberately  turned 
theu-  tocks  on  Trafalgar  Road,  and  hurried  side  by  side 
down  Beech  Street.  Beech  Street  is  a  short  street,  and 
ends  m  a  nondescript  unlighted  waste  patch  of  ground. 
They  arrived  m  the  gloom  of  this  patch,  safe  from  aU 
human  mquisitiveness,  and  then  Richard  Morfe  warmly 
lassed  Eva  Harracles  in  the  mathematical  centre  of 
those  hps  of  hers.  And  Eva  Harracles  showed  no  re- 
sentment of  any  kind,  nor  even  shame.  Yet  she  had 
been  very  carefully  brought  up.  The  sight  wouW  have 
mterested  Bmsley  immensely;  it  would  have  appealed 
s^ongly  to  Bursley's  strong  sense  of  the  piquant.  . 
That  dry  old  stick  Dick  Morfe  kissing  one  of  his  con- 
traltos m  the  dark  at  the  bottom  end  of  Beech  Street 

"Then    you    hadn't    told    her!  "  murmured  Eva 
Harracles. 

"No!  "said  Richard,  with  a  slight  hesitation.    "I 
was  just  going  to  begin  to  tell  her  when  you  called." 
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Another  wonuui  might  have  pouted  to  karn  that  her 
joynhftd  exhibited  even  a  little  cowardice  in  infonning 
Us  family  that  he  was  engaged  to  be  married.  But 
tva  did  not  pout.  She  comprehended  the  aituation,  and 
the  pqrcholonr  of  the  relations  between  brothere  and 
Msteis.  (Sheherself possessed bothbrotheisandsistew.) 
All  a»e  courting  had  been  singularly  secret  and  odd. 

"I  shall  tell  her  to-morrow  morning  at  breakfast  " 
said  Richard,  firmly.  "  Unless,  after  all.  she  isn't  gone 
to  bed  when  I  get  back." 

By  a  common  impulse  they  now  returned  towards 
Trafalgar  Road. 

"  I  say,"  said  Richard,  "  what  made  you  call?  " 

"  I  was  passing,"  said  the  beloved.  "  And  some- 
how I  couldn't  help  it.  Of  course,  I  knew  it  wasn't 
true  about  Mr  Loggerheads.  But  I  had  to  think  of 
something." 

Richard  was  in  ecstasy;  had  never  been  in  such 
ecstasy. 

"  I  say,"  he  said  again.    "  I  suppose  you  didn't  put 
your  finger  against  the  pendulum  of  that  clock?  " 
"  Oh,  NO  /  "  she  replied  with  emphasis. 

D-  i.'^*"'.?^^^°"y  f^^^  "  ^^  »*°P>  anyway,"  said 
Richard.    "  What  a  lark,  eh?  "  '•■'•" 

She  agreed  that  the  lark  was  ideal.  They  walked 
down  the  road  till  a  car  should  overtake  them. 

"  Do  you  think  she  suspects  anything?  "  Eva  asked 
«  ,  J'^  ^^^  ****  doesn't,"  said  Richard,  positively 
It  11  be  a  bit  of  a  startler  for  the  old  girl." 

...u"??,^?"*'*  y°^'^  heard,"  said  Eva,  haltingly, 
tnat  Mr  Loggerheads  has  cast  eyes  on  Mary." 

"  And  do  you  think  there's  anything  in  that?  " 
Richard  questioned  sharply. 

"  Well,"  she  ^d,  "  I  really  don't  know."  MeaninR 
that  she  decidedly  thought  that  Mary  had  been  encoui^ 
aging  advances  from  Mr  Loggerheads. 

"  Well,"  said  Richard,  superiorly,  '  you  may  just 
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take  it  from  me  that  there's  nothing  in  it  at  all.  .  .  . 
Ha!  "    He  laughed  shortty.    He  knew  Mary. 

Then  they  got  on  a  car,  and  tried  to  behave  as  though 
their  being  together  was  a  mere  accident,  as  though 
they  had  not  become  engaged  to  one  another  within  the 
previous  twenty -four  hours. 


U 

Immediately  after  the  departure  of  Richard  Morfe  and 
Eva  Harracles,  his  betrothed,  from  the  front  door  of  the 
former,  Mr  Simon  Loggerheads  arrived  at  the  same  front 
door,  and  rang  thereat,  and  was  a  Uttle  surprised,  and 
also  a  little  unnerved,  when  the  door  opened  instantly, 
as  if  by  magic.  Mr  Simon  Loggerheads  said  to  himself, 
as  he  saw  the  door  move  on  its  hinges,  that  Miss  Morfe 
must  have  discovered  a  treasure  of  a  servant  who,  when 
she  had  nothing  else  to  do,  spent  her  time  on  the  inner 
door-mat  waiting  to  admit  possible  visitors— even  on 
Friday  night.  Nevertheless,  Mr  Simon  Logheads  re- 
gretted that  prompt  opening,  as  one  regrets  the  prompt 
opening  of  the  door  of  a  doitist. 

And  it  was  no  servant  who  stood  in  front  of  him, 
under  the  flickering  beam  of  the  lobby-lamp.  It  was 
Mary  Morfe  herself.  The  simple  explanation  was  that 
she  had  just  sped  her  brother  and  Eva  Harracles,  and  had 
remained  in  the  lobby  for  the  purpose  of  ascertaining  by 
means  of  her  finger  whether  the  servant  had,  as  usual, 
foigotten  to  dust  the  tops  of  the  pictui«-frames. 

"  OhI  "  said  Mr  Lc^gerheads,  when  he  saw  Mary 
Morfe.  For  the  cashier  of  the  Bursley  branch  of  the 
Birmingham  and  SheflSeld  Bank  it  was  not  a  very  able 
speech,  but  it  was  all  he  could  accomplish. 

And  Miss  Mary  Morfe  said: 

"OhI" 

She  was  thirty-eight,  and  he  was  quite  that  (for  the 
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B*nk  mentioned  doe.  not  elevate  its  men  to  the  aunut 
Mtuation  of  ca^er  under  less  than  twenty  yUn^Vr- 
v^).  «.d  yet  the^r  neither  of  them  had  enoUT^rlX 
new  to  behave  m  a  reasonable  manner.    Then  Miss 

be  done,  produced  an  inviution  • 

gone  STt/?™  "'  "    '^** "^^  *''"*'^'  "  ^''^'^  ^  J"»t 

/Affir°M  "jf"'"*'?^"'*  .**'.  ^•'»°''  Loggerheads  again. 
(After,  all.  it  must  be  admitted  thattTnors  as  a  daa 
have  never  been  noted  for  their  conversational  powe«) 

Mary  Morfc  shut  the  door.    At  this  very  instant  her 

K^^iSr  **"  "  "^'  '°'''^"'  **  ""=  ^^^  *"«» 

Sim^,lw!f 'i^'T  '=°**  °*"  "  ^"y  ""ggested  to  Simon. 
Simultaneously  the  servant  appearedlt  the  kitchen  ex- 

^1^1  ^*  ^"^^y-  '^^  ^""y  '^'  her  out  of  si|ht 
a«am  wth  the  cold  words:  "  It's  all  right,  Susan  " 

Mr  Loggerheads  took  his  coat  off,  and  MarvMorfe 
watched  him  as  he  did  so.  ^ 

H.„2!  "^  f  P?"^  .^-  "«  ***  something  of  a 
dandy.  The  lapels  of  the  overcoat  would  have  showed 
toat,  not  to  mention  the  correctly  seven,  Stie  a1 
his  clothes,  m  fact,  had  "cut  and  style."  even   o  hb 

tt™?r  ">^%^  ofhis  tro4rs,  buTlot  d^w^to 
the  ground  Mr  Werheads  looked  a  young  man 
Jt^^T^^  of  h^  career  and  the  quietudf  oTw^ 
h    K^^*^  preserved  his  youthfuhiess.    And,  further 

L'^,lf'*-r;i*  "  '"'^'"I:  '°^^'  -nuch-resiiecteTk-' 
^u  T°  ^  a  *:ashier,  though  worthy,  is  not  to  be 
a  nabob,  but  a  badielor  can  save!  lot  out  of  over  tw«ity 
ITe^Ji'F^r^l  AndMr Loggerheads hadsa^ed 
t^ll  !  ■■  ^^  ^u-  ^^  ^"^  opportmiities  of  advan- 
tageously mvestmg  his  savings.  Then  everybody  knew 
him.  and  he  knew  everybody.    He  handed  out  gold  aT 
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lewt  once  a  week  to  nearly  ha«  the  town,  and  you  can- 
not  help  venerating  a  man  who  makes  a  pracUce  of 
handmg  out  gold  lo  you.  And  he  had  thrilled  thou- 
und*  wth  the  wistful  beauty  of  his  voice  in  "  The 
Sands  of  Dee."  In  a  word,  Simon  Loggerheads  was  a 
personage,  if  not  talkative. 

1   ^j*L*!P*  "'"  ^  drawing-room.    Mary  Morfe 
closed  the  door  gently.    Simon  Loggerheads  stroUed 
vaguely  and  self-consciously  up  to  the  firepUce.  mur- 
muring: *^       ' 
"So  he's^cue  out?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Mary  Morfe,  in  confirmation  of  her  first 
statement. 

"  I'm  sonyl  "  said  Simon  Loggerheads.  A  state- 
ment which  was  absolutely  contrary  to  the  truth 
Simon  Loggerheads  was  deeply  relieved  and  glad  that 
Richard  Morfe  was  out. 

The  pair,  aged  slighUy  under  and  slighUy  over  forty 
seemed  to  hover  for  a  fraction  of  a  second  uncertainly 
near  each  other,  and  then,  somehow,  mysteriously 
Simon  Loggerheads  had  kissed  Mary  Morfe.  She 
blushed.  He  blushed.  The  kiss  was  repeated.  Mary 
gazed  up  at  him.  Mary  could  scarcely  believe  that  he 
was  hers.  She  could  scarcely  believe  that  on  the  pre- 
vious evening  he  had  proposed  marriage  to  her-rather 
suddenly,  so  it  seemed  to  her,  but  delightfully  She 
could  comprehend  his  conduct  no  better  than  her  own 
They  two,  staid,  setUed-down,  both  of  them  "old 
maids,"  falUng  in  love  and  behaving  like  lunatics' 
Maty,  a  year  ^o,  would  have  been  ready  to  prophesy 
that  if  ever-  Simon  Loggerheads— at  his  age'— did 
marry  he  would  assuredly  marry  something  younit 
something  ingenuous,  something  cieam-and-roM,  and 
probably  something  with  rich  parents.  For  twenty 
years  Simon  Loggerheads  had  been  marked  down 
for  capture  by  the  marriageable  spinsters  and 
Widows,  and  the  mothers  with  daughters,  of  Bursle 


'J 


I 


M^:.^\^   %   ^.^i- 


340    THE  MATADOR  OF  THE  FIVE  TOWNS 

And  he  had  evaded  capture,  despite  the  special 
temptations  to  which  an  after-dinner  tenor  is  i«es- 
sanly  subject.  And  now  Mary  Morfe  had  cauitht 
mm— caught  him.  moreover,  without  having  had^e 
shghtest  mtention  of  catching  him.  She  was  one  of  the 
mMt  spmstensh  spinsters  in  the  Five  Towns;  and  she 
had  oftOT  said  things  about  men  and  marriage  of  which 
toe  recollection  now,  as  an  affianced  woman,  was  very 
disturbing  to  her.  However,  she  did  not  care.  She 
Jd  not  understand  how  Simon  Loggerheads  had  had 
the  wit  to  perceive  that  she  would  be  an  ideal  wife 
And  she  <hd  not  care.  She  did  not  underetand  how,  as 
V*?^^  of  Simon  Loggerheads  fallmg  in  love  with  her, 
^e  Iwd  faUen  m  love  with  him.  And  she  did  n'>t  care 
She  did  not  care  a  fig  for  anything.  She  tpos  in  love 
with  him,  and  he  with  her,  and  she  was  idioticaUv 
joyous,  and  so  was  he.    And  that  was  all. 

On  reflection,  I  have  to  admit  that  she  did  in  fact 
are  for  one  thing.  That  one  thing  was  the  look  on  her 
brother  s  face  when  he  should  learn  that  she,  the  faithful 
sardomc  sister,  havmg  ir  comprehensibly  become  in- 
dispensable and  aU  in  aU  to  a  bank  cashier,  meant  to 
desCTthim.  She  was  afraid  of  that  look.  She  trembled 
at  the  fore-vision  of  it. 

Still,  Richard  had  to  be  informed,  and  the  world  had 
to  be  informed,  for  the  silken  daUiance  between  Mary 
and  bunon  had  been  conducted  with  a  discretion  and  a 
secrecy  more  than  characteristic  of  their  age  and  dis- 
positwns.  It  had  been  arranged  between  the  lovers 
that  Simon  should  call  on  that  Friday  evening,  when  he 
would  be  sure  to  catch  Richard  in  his  eWchair,  and 
rfiould  in  presence  of  Maiy,  bluntly  communicate  to 
Richard  the  blunt  fact. 

"  ^^t's  he  gone  out  for?  Anything  special?  " 
asked  Simon.  °    "^ 

Mary  explained  the  circumstances. 
"  The  truth  is,"  she  finished,  "  that  girl  is  just  throw- 
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There's  no  doubt  of  it. 


ing  herself  at  Dick's  head, 
never  saw  such  work!  " 

know^wlTlrf™""  ^°8»«^l»«a<ls,  "of  course,  you 
Know,  tnere  s  been  a  certam  amount  of  talk  about  Oiem 

"%t"^  "^^  ^^^y""^  brother-eriwSi" 
"  ifJ?^"""  ^^""■^^  ^*^  "  demanded  Maiy. 

diploL't^y^ri  nTef  S^fhe  M'?  '^  "^^^^ 

escaj.  of  behWn^an^t'^  '^'  "^^  ^  "^^"^ 

WeU,    said  Mary,  with  conviction,  "you  mav  take 

racles  may  throw  herself  at  his  head  till  fhlt-f 
^eath  left  in  her  body,  and  it'U  malf  nfdi£e"ce  t^ 
Dick.    Do  you  see  Dick  a  married  man?    I  don't      T 

onlywishhe«^takeitintoh  •  hea"tTgetmS'  I 
wouldmakememucheasierinmymind.    ButSlXsame 

terse  f^h/;^'ri^r^.?*  "^'"^^  '^^'  ^  S'''  should ISg 
herself  at  him,  right  at  him.    Fancy  her  calling  to-niSb^ 

f„M  .,4     /  understood  you  to  say  that  you  youisell^d 

"  2n^hl"i  "^  ^''  ''°™\"  ^™°"  Loggerheads  put^ 
"  *  uTf.*  enj;o«raging  her,  as  it  were  ?  " 

if  f^  C^  v^*^  *^"y'  ^*  ^  s™ile-  "  I  only  suggested 
.t  to  him  because  it  came  over  me  all  of  a  suddKw 
nice  It  would  be  to  have  you  here  aU  alone!  He  ca^^ 
be  back  much  before  twelve." 

To  such  a  remark  there  is  but  one  response.  A  sofa 
IS,  after  aU,  ipade  for  two  people,  and  thichaire  nf  fh» 
servant  calling  on  them  yZ  sw^  ^*"''*  °^  *^^ 

Log^e^ea.^  ""^   '='°<*  ^^"PP^'^-'  "   °»— *  Simon 

accidelf  ;,f  Sift^^-  /'  "•"  ^^''  '^^  ^"^  the  sheer 
wi  „f  tv  *  ^'°'*  stoppmg,  we  shouldn't  be  sitting 
here  on  this  sofa  now,  and  Dick  would  be  in  that  chai^ 
^l  r'^f  j"?t  be  b-^ir^  toteUhim  tS  weT^ 
wThedo?'?  '^^''*-  ^°°'-Dick!  What  on  earth 
16 
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"  Strange  how  things  happen !  "  Simon  reflected  in  a 
low  voice.  "But  I'm  reaUy  surprised  at  that  dock 
stopping  like  that.  It's  a  dock  that  you  ought  to  be 
able  to  depend  on,  that  dock  is." 

He  got  up  to  inspect  the  timepiece.  He  knew  all 
about  the  dock,  because  he  had  been  chairman  of  the 
prwefitation  committee  which  had  gone  to  Manchester 
to  buy  it. 

"  Why!  "  he  munnured,  after  he  had  toyed  a  little 
wiUi  the  penduhim,  "  it  goes  all  right.  Its  tick  is  as 
right  as  rain." 

"  How  odd!  "  responded  Mary. 
Simon  Loggerheads  set  the  clock  by  his  own  im- 
peccable watch,  and  then  sat  down  again.   And  he  drew 
something  from  his  waistcoat  pocket  and  slid  it  on  to 
Mary's  finger. 

Mary  regarded  her  finger  in  silent  ecstasy,  and  then 
breathed  "How  lovely!  "—not  meaning  her  finger. 
SM  I  stay  till  he  comes  back?  "  asked  Simon. 
If  I  were  you  I  shouldn't  do  that,"  said  Mary 
But  you  can  safely  stay  till  eleven-thirty.    Then  I 
shaU  go  to  bed.    He'll  be  tired  and  short  [curt]  when 
he  gets  back.    I'll  tell  him  myself  to-morrow  morning  at 
breakfast.    And  you  might  come  to-morrow  afternoon 
early,  for  tea." 

Simon  did  stay  till  half-past  eleven.  He  left  pre- 
cisely when  the  dock,  now  convalescent,  struck  the  half- 
hour.    At  the  door  Mary  said  to  him: 

"I  won't  have  any  secrets  from  you,  Simon.  It  was 
I  who  stopped  that  dock.  I  stopped  it  whUe  they  were 
bendmg  down  looking  for  music.  I  wanted  to  be  as  sure 
as  I  could  of  a  good  excuse  for  me  suggesting  that  he 
ought  to  take  her  home.  I  just  wanted  to  get  him  out 
of  the  house." 

"  But  why?  "  asked  Simon. 
"I  must  leave  that  to  you  to  guess,"  said  Mary,  with 
a  hmt  of  tartness,  but  smiling. 
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Roid*^***^  and  Richard  Morfe  met  in  Trafalgar 

•'Good-night,  Morfe." 

"  'night,  Loggerheads! " 

And  each  passed  on,  without  having  stopped 
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T  r  was  considered  by  certain  people  to  be  a  dramatic 
X  moment  m  the  history  of  musical  enterprise  in  the 
Five  Towns  when  Mrs  Swann  opened  the  front  door  of 
her  house  at  Bleakridge,  in  the  early  darkness  of  a 
November  evening,  aad  let  forth  her  son  Gilbert.  Gil- 
bert s  age  was  nineteen,  and  he  was  wearing  evening 
dress,  a  form  of  raiment  that  had  not  hitherto 
happened  to  him.  Over  the  elegant  suit  was  his  winter 
overcoat,  making  him  bulky,  and  round  what  may  be 
called  the  nm  of  the  overcoat  was  a  white  woollen  scarf, 
and  the  sleeves  of  the  overcoat  were  finished  off  with 
white  woollen  gloves.  Under  one  arm  he  carried  a  vast 
manimate  form  whose  extremity  just  escaped  the 
ground.  This  form  was  his  violoncello,  fragile  as  a 
pretty  woman,  ungainly  as  a  navvy,  and  precious  as 
honour.  Mrs  Swann  looked  down  the  street,  which 
ended  to  the  east  in  darkness  a  id  a  marl  pit,  and  up  the 
street,  which  ended  to  the  west  in  Trafalgar  Road  and 
electnc  cars;  and  she  shivered,  though  she  had  a  shawl 
over  her  mdependent  little  shouldere.  In  the  Five 
Towis,  and  probably  elsewhere,  when  a  woman  puts 
her  head  out  of  her  front  door,  she  always  looks  firet  to 
r^ht  and  then  to  left,  like  a  scouting  Iroquois,  and  if  the 
air  nip-,  she  shivers— not  because  she  is  cold,  but  merely 
to  express  herself. 

"  For  goodness  sake,  keep  your  hands  warm,"  Mrs 
Swann  enjomed  her  son. 
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*K  "?'l'"  f*^*^  ^'^'^^'  *»*!»  scornful  lightness  as 
Uiough  his  playing  had  never  suffered  fromTSr 

Its  quite  warm  to-night !  "    Which  it  was  not.  ' 

"TV.  ?»»nd  what  you  eat!"  added  his  mother 

There      I  can  hear  the  car."  moiner. 

♦K  "'^ '^"F'ed  "jP  the  street.  The  electric  tram  slid  in 
thunder  down  Trafalgar  Road,  and  stoppedfor  him 
with  a  jar,  and  he  gingerly  climbed  into  itf^ctisLT^ 
precautions  on  behalf  of  his  violoncello.  The^shd 
away  agam  towards  Bursley.  making  blue  sparks  M« 
Svmm  stared  medianicaUy  at  the  mckerinTg^  i„  h" 
tobby.  and  then  closed  her  front  door.  hI  was  gonll 
The  boy  was  gone!  •* 

*.  1^°^'  ^  ??°P'*  ""^^  considered  the  boy's  departure 
to  be  a  dramatic  moment  in  the  history  of  musicalentei! 

LT^cS;'^°^^*'*^'^^^'^'^««3SnTt^'^e 
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And  more  than  the  moment-the  day,  nay.  the  whole 

7:^e^^  '''"**'^  "  ''''  ''^^'"y  ^*  lo«l  mSS 

.  J*  l»^,<^<=«^d  to  somebody  in  Hanbridge,  about 
a  year  before,   that  smce  York,  Norwich.  Hereford 
Gloucester,  BuTnmgham,  and  even  Blackpo.^1  had  S 
musical  festivals,  the  Five  Towns,  too.  ^ht  to  ha^ 
Its   musical   festival.    The   Five  Tow^^   gss^d  ^ 
larger  population  than  any  of  these  centrS^Bir 
mmgham,  and  it  was  notorious  for  its  love  of  music 
Choirs  from  the  Five  Towns  had  gone  to  aUsortfof 
^^wr^"?  "  Brecknock,  Aberjitwyth,  the  C^ta 
Palace,  and  even  a  place  caUed  Hull-and  had  rome 
back  with  first  pnze^-cups  and  banners-for  the  sw! 
rng  of  choruses  and  part-songs.    Thero  were  three  (or 
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at  least  two  and  a  half)  rival  choirs  in  Hanbridge  alone. 
Then  also  the  brass  band  contests  were  famously  at- 
tended. In  the  Five  Towns  the  number  of  comet 
pla}«TS  is  scarcely  exceeded  by  the  number  of  public- 
hous^.  Hence  the  feeling,  bom  and  fanned  into  lusti- 
ness at  Hanbridge,  that  the  Five  Towns  owed  it  to  its 
self-respect  to  have  a  Musical  Festival  like  the  rest  of 
the  world  I  Men  who  had  never  heard  of  Wagner,  men 
who  could  not  have  told  the  difference  between  a  sonata 
and  a  sonnet  to  save  their  souls,  men  who  spent  all  their 
lives  in  manufacturing  tea-cups  or  china  door-knobs, 
were  invited  to  guarantee  five  pounds  a-piece  against 
possible  loss  on  the  festival;  and  they  bravely  and 
blindly  did  so.  The  donductor  of  the  largest  Hanbridge 
choir,  being  appointed  to  conduct  the  preliminary  re- 
hearsals of  the  Festival  Chorus,  had  an  acute  attack  of 
self-importance,  which,  by  the  way,  almost  ended  fatally 
a  year  later. 

Double-crown  posters  appeared  magically  on  all  the 
hoardings  announcing  that  a  Festival  consisting  of  three 
evening  and  two  morning  concerts  would  be  held  in  the 
Alexandra  Hall,  at  Hanbridge,  on  the  6th,  7th  and  8th 
November,  and  that  the  box-plan  could  be  consulted  at 
the  principal  stationers.  The  Alexandra  Hall  contained 
no  boxes  whatever,  but  "  box-plan  "  was  the  phrase 
sacred  to  the  occasion,  and  had  to  be  used.  And  the 
Festival  more  and  more  impregnated  the  air,  and  took 
the  lion's  share  of  the  columns  of  the  Staffordshire  Signal. 
Every  few  days  the  Signal  reported  progress,  even  to  in- 
timate biographical  details  of  the  singers  engaged,  and  of 
the  composers  to  be  performed,  together  with  analyses  of 
the  ktter's  works.  And  at  last  the  week  itself  had 
dawned  in  exhilaration  and  excitement.  And  early  on 
the  day  before  the  opening  day  John  Merazzi,  the  re- 
nowned conductor,  and  Herbert  Millwain,  the  renowned 
leader  of  the  orchestra,  and  the  renowned  orchestra 
itself,  all  arrived  from  London.    And  finally  sundry 
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musical  critics  arrived  from  the  offices  of  sundry  London 
dailies.  The  presence  of  these  latter  convinced  an  awed 
population  that  its  Festival  was  a  real  Festival,  and  not 
a  local  make-believe.  And  it  also  tranquillized  in  some 
degree  the  exasperating  and  disconcerting  effect  of  a 
telegram  from  the  capricious  Countess  of  Chell  (who  had 
taken  six  balcony  seats  and  was  the  official  advertised 
high  patroness  of  the  Festival)  announcing  at  the  last 
moment  that  she  could  not  attend. 


>J 
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Mrs  Swann's  justification  for  considering  (as  she  in  fact 
did  consider)  that  her  son  was  either  the  base  or  the  apex 
of  the  splendid  p)Tamid  of  the  Festival  lay  in  the  follow- 
ing facts : — 

From  earliest  infancy  Gilbert  had  been  a  musical 
prodigy,  and  the  circle  of  his  fame  had  constantly  been 
extending.  He  could  play  the  piano-  with  his  hands 
before  his  legs  were  long  enou^  for  him  to  play  it  with 
his  feet.  T^t  is  to  say,  before  he  could  use  the  pedals. 
A  spectacle  formerly  familiar  to  the  delighted  friends  of 
the  Swanns  was  Gilbert,  in  a  pinafore  and  curls,  seated 
on  a  high  chair  topped  with  a  large  Bible  and  a  botmd 
volume  of  the  Graphic,  playing  "  Home  Sweet  Home  " 
with  Thalberg's  variations,  while  his  mother,  standing 
by  his  side  on  her  right  foot,  put  the  loud  pedal  on  or  off 
with  her  left  foot  according  to  the  infant's  whispered 
orders.  He  had  been  aUowed  to  play  from  ear — splaying 
from  ear  being  deemed  especially  marvellous — until 
some  expert  told  Mrs  Swami  that  playing  solely  from 
ear  was  a  practice  to  be  avoided  if  she  wished  her  son  to 
fulfil  the  promise  of  his  babyhood.  Then  he  had  lessons 
nt  ICnvT>e  until  Hf*.  b**''aTi  to  tsscb  his  teachc     "^"xiss  **£ 
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S^HiJ**  T"^  ^  *^*  ^^^'  a»d  he  did  learn  the 
fiddle;  also  the  viola.    He  did  not  pretend  to^  th^ 

wou^d  bnng  him  their  penny  or  even  sixpennywhisSS 
so  that  he  might  show  them  of  what  woBul  feate  a 
common  tm  whistle  is  capable  «'°°»eriuj  leats  a 

works'aSSirr^r*''^**^^  ^  Toft  End  Brick- 
Sd  ttie  S,&^'"P^y  (Li^t^).  Mr  Swam,  had 
K  iSt  KnH  cJ^  "*"=""  f.^^  ''®«*  °*  the  pros- 
mnT*l!,  t  ^""Pany.  and  his  imagination  did  not 
move  free  y  beyond  the  company's  preiuses     He  l^d 

,'te'S"'!'?'™**!**  "^^  Gilb^^shSild^ow^^ 
steps;  perhaps  he  meant  to  establish  a  dynast v^f 
Swam«.  in  which  the  secretaryship  Tth*  ?S^  ° 

ftSer'tHn'^W^i!^!^?  ^''^  ^"^  «^«"  fr^™ 
™«t  K,^  f,'    ^"*  GUbert's  astounding  fadhty  in 

^^4  M    T  ^^  °^  *"**"  *°  enter,  as  assistant  the 

HanbriHiro  H«~  -*  '"usicseuer,  m  Crown  Square, 
nanpnoge.    Here,  of  course,  he  found  himseM  in  a 

Rd'.t:;^'^'*''  3n.ers  mal^'^Jf^^P'^",?;,: 
he  had  thirty  panos,  seven  harmoniums  ^d  all  the 
new  and  a  lot  of  classical  music  to  experinT  it^th     He 
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enormous  r^xsctability  of  the  Swanns  compelled  him 
to  refuse.  But  he  ahroys  played  in  the  band  of  the 
Five  Towns  Amateur  Operatic  Society,  and  was  be- 
loved by  Its  conductor  as  being  utterly  reliable.  His 
connection  with  choirs  started  through  his  merits  as  a 
rehearsal  accompanist  who  could  keep  time  and  make 
^  tass  (^ords  heard  against  a  hundred  and  fifty  voices 
He  had  been  appointed  (nem.  con.)  rehearsal  accom- 
^mst  to  the  Festival  Chorus.  He  knew  the  entire 
Festival  music  backwards  and  upside  down.  And  his 
modestly-expressed  desire  to  add  his  'cello  as  one  of  the 
local  reinforcements  of  the  London  orchestra  had  been 
almost  eagerly  complied  with  by  the  Advisory  Com- 
mittee. 

Nor  was  this  aU.    He  had  been  invited  to  dinner  by 
Mrs  Clayton  Vemon,  the  social  leader  of  Buisley     In 
the  affair  of  the  Festival  Mrs  Clayton  Vemon  loomed 
larger  than  even  she  really  was.    And  this  was  due  to  an 
acadent,  to  a  sheer  bit  of  luck  on  her  part.    She  hap- 
pened to  be  a  cousin  of  Mr  Herbert  Millwain,  the  leadw 
of  the  orchestra  down  from  London.    Mrs  Clayton 
Vernon  knew  no  more  about  music  than  she  knew  about 
the  North  Pole,  and  cared  no  more.    But  she  was  Mr 
MiUwam  s  cousin,  and  Mr  Millwain  had  naturally  to 
stay  at  her  house.    And  she  came  in  her  carriage  to 
fetch  him  from  the  band  rehearsals;  and,  in  short/any- 
one  might  have  thought  from  her  self-satisfied  demea- 
nour (though  she  was  a  decent  sort  of  woman  at  heart) 
that  she  had  at  least  composed  "Judas  Maccabeus." 
It  was  at  a  band  rehearsal  that  she  had  graciously  com- 
manded Gilbert  Swann  to  come  and  dine  with  her  and 
Mr  MiUwam  between  the  final  rehearsal  and  the  open- 
ing concert.    This  invitation  was,  as  it  were,  the  over- 
flowing drop  in  Mrs  Swann's  cup.    It  was  proof,  to  her 
that  Mr  Millwain  had  instantly  pronounced  Gilbert  to 
be  the  equal  of  London  'cellists,  and  perhaps  their 
supenor.    It  was  proof,  to  her,  that  Mr  Millwain  relied 
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on  him  particularly  to  maintain  the  honour  of  the  band 
in  the  Featival. 

Giibert  had  dashed  home  from  the  final  rehearsal, 
and  his  mother  had  helped  him  with  the  imfamiliarities 
of  evening  dress,  while  he  gave  her  a  list  of  all  the  places 
in  the  music  where,  as  he  said,  the  band  was  "  rocky," 
and  especially  the  'cellos,  and  a  further  list  of  all  the 
smart  musical  things  that  the  players  from  London  had 
said  to  him  and  he  had  said  to  them.  He  simply  knew 
everything  from  the  inside.  And  not  even  the  great 
Merazzi,  the  conductor,  was  more  familiar  with  the 
music  than  he.  And  the  ineffable  Mrs  Clayton  Vernon 
had  asked  him  to  dinner  with  Mr  Millwainl  It  was  in- 
dubitable to  Mrs  S\Yann  that  all  the  Festival  rested  on 
her  son's  shoulders. 


IV 

"  It's  freezing,  I  think,"  said  Mr  Swann,  when  he  came 
home  at  six  o'clock  from  his  day's  majestic  work  at  Toft 
End.  This  was  in  the  bedroom.  Mrs  Swann,  a  comely 
little  thing  of  thirty-nine,  was  making  herself  resplen- 
dent for  the  inaugural  solemnity  of  the  Festival,  which 
began  at  eight.  The  news  of  the  frost  disturbed  her. 
"  How  anno)ringI  "  she  said. 
"  Annoying?  "  he  questioned  blandly.  "  Why?  " 
"  Now  you  needn't  put  on  any  of  your  airs,  John!  " 
she  snapped. "  She  had  a  curt  way  with  her  at  critical 
times.  "  You  know  as  well  as  I  do  that  I'm  thinking 
of  Gilbert's  hands.  .  .  .  No!  you  must  wear  your 
frock-coat,  of  course!  ...  All  that  drive  from  the  other 
end  of  the  town  right  to  Hanbridge  in  a  carriage!  Per- 
haps outside  the  carriage,  because  of  the  'cello !  There'll 
never  be  room  for  two  of  them  and  the  'cello  and  Mis 
Clayton  Vernon  in  her  carriage !  And  he  can't  keep  his 
hands  in  his^pockets  because  of  holding  the  'ceUo.    And 
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he's  bound  to  pretend  he  isn't  cold.  He's  so  silly.  And 
yet  he  knows  perfectly  well  he  won't  do  himself  justice 
if  his  hands  arc  cold.  Don't  you  remember  last  year  at 
the  Town  Hall?  "  ^^ 

"Well,"  said  Mr  Swann,  "we  can't  do  anything- 
anyway,  we  must  hope  for  the  best." 

"That's  all  very  well,"  said  Mrs  Swann.  And  it  was. 

Shortly  afterwards,  perfect  in  most  details  of  her 
black  silk,  she  left  the  bedroom,  requesting  her  hus- 
band to  be  quick,  as  tea  was  ready.  And  she  came  into 
the  Mttle  dining-room  where  the  youthful  servant  was 
poking  up  the  fire. 

"  Jane,"  she  said,  "  put  two  medium-sized  potatoes 
ui  the  oven  to  bake." 

"  Potatoes,  mum? " 

"Yes,  potatoes,"  said  Mrs  Swann,  tartly. 

It  was  an  idea  of  pure  genius  that  had  suddenly 
struck  her;  the  genius  of  common  sense. 

She  somewhat  hurried  the  tea;  then  rang. 

"  Jane,"  she  inquired,  "  are  those  potatoes  ready?  " 

"  Potatoes?  "  exclaimed  Mr  Swann. 

"  Yes,  hot  potatoes,"  said  Mrs  Swann,  tartly.  "  I'm 
going  to  run  up  with  them  by  car  to  Mrs  Vernon's.  I 
can  slip  them  quietly  over  to  Gil.  They  keep  your 
hands  warm  better  than  anything.  i>on't  I  remember 
when  I  was  a  phild !  I  shall  leave  Mrs  Vernon's  immedi- 
ately, of  course,  but  perhaps  you'd  better  give  me  my 
ticket  and  I  will  meet  you  at  the  hall.  Don't  you  think 
it's  the  best  plan,  John?  " 

"Asyoulike,"  said  Mr  Swann,  with  the  force  of  habit. 

He  was  supreme  in  most  things,  but  in  the  practical 
details  of  their  son's  life  and  comfort  she  was  supreme. 
Her  decision  in  such  matters  had  never  been  questioned. 
Mr  Swann  had  a  profound  beUef  in  his  wife  as  a  luiiquely 
capable  and  energetic  woman.  He  was  tremendously 
loyal  to  her,  and  he  sternly  inculcated  the  same  loyalty 
to  her  in  Gilbert. 
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JoST  as  the  car  had  stopped  at  the  end  of  the  street  for 
Gilbert  and  his  violoncello,  so — more  than  an  hour  later 
—\t  stopped  for  Mrs  Swann  and  her  hot  potatoes. 

They  were  hot  potatoes— nay,  very  hot  potatoes— 
of  a  medium  size,  because  Mrs  Swann's  recofiections  of 
youth  had  informed  her  that  if  a  potato  is  too  large  one 
cannot  get  one's  fingers  well  around  it,  and  if  it  is  too 
small  it  cools  somewhat  rapidly.  She  had  taken  two, 
not  in  the  hope  that  Gilbert  would  be  able  to  use  two  at 
once,  for  one  cannot  properly  nurse  either  a  baby  or 
a  'cello  with  two  hands  full  of  potatoes,  but  rather  to 
provide  against  accident.  Besides,  the  inventive  boy 
might  after  all  find  a  way  of  using  both  simultaneously, 
which  would  be  all  the  better  for  his  playing  at  the  con- 
cert, and  hence  all  the  better  for  the  success  of  the 
Musical  Festival. 

It  never  occurred  to  Mrs  Swann  that  she  was  doing 
anything  in  the  least  unusual.  There  she  was,  in  her 
best  boots,  and  her  best  dress,  and  her  best  hat,  and  her 
sealskin  mantle  (not  easily  to  be  surpassed  in  the  town), 
and  her  mulf  to  match  (nearly),  and  concealed  in  the 
mull  were  the  two  very  hot  potatoes.  And  it  did  not 
strike  her  that  women  of  fashion  like  herself,  wives  of 
secretaries  of  flourishing  companies,  do  not  commonly 
go  about  with  hot  potatoes  concealed  on  their  persons. 
For  she  was  a  self-confident  woman,  and  after  a  decision 
she  did  not  reflect,  nor  did  she  heed  minor  consequences. 
She  was  always  sure  that  what  she  was  doing  was  the 
right  and  the  only  thing  to  do.  And,  to  give  her  justice, 
it  was;  for  her  dfrect,  abrupt  common  sense  was  indeed 
remarkable.  The  act  of  climbing  up  into  the  car  warned 
her  that  she  must  be  skilful  in  the  control  of  these 
potatoes;  one  of  them  nearly  fell  out  of  the  right  end  of 
her  mufi  as  she  grasped  the  car  rail  with  her  right  hand. 
She  had  to  let  go  and  save  the  potato,  and  begin  again. 
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whUe  the  car  waited.  The  conductor  took  her  for  one  of 
those  hMitating,  hysterical  women  who  ai«  the  bane  of 
car  conductors.  ''^ Now.  missis!  "  he  naid.  "  Up  with 
ye !  But  she  did  not  care  what  m*:rjier  of  wr>  roan  the 
conductor  took  her  for. 

The  car  was  nearly  full  of  people  goin  '  i.     <'-  Wr 
their  work,  of  people  actually  going  in  a  .<.  .-..on  oo.,- 
trary  to  the  direction  of  the  Musical  Fes.i.  >'     '  ,„  ,,- 1 
down  among  them,  shocked  by  this  ir.dJA-r,  nrp  to  iW. 
Musical  FesUval.    At  the  back  of  her  load  h,.^  V-n  «  .' 
idea  that  aU  the  cars  for  Hanbridgev  uld  b.    .ur,..n.J 
to  the  step,  and  aU  the  cars  from  Hanbr.dge  f  u !     ■  ,ud 
empty.    She  had  vaguely  imagined  that  Uk;  tUuuPiits    r 
a  quarter  of  a  million  of  people  would  that  »v  ■  '  -.ix  ba 
centred  on  the  unique  Musical  Festival.    Anu  ..     Wa-i 
shocked  also  by  the  conversation— not  that  it  was  in  the 
slightest  degree  improper— but  because  it  displayed  no 
interest  whatever  in  the  Musical  Festival.    And  vet 
there  were  several  Festival  advertisements  adhering  to 
the  roof  of  the  car.    Travellers  were  discussing  football 
soap,  the  weather,  rates,  trade;  traveUers  were  doling- 
travellers  were  reading  about  starting  prices;   but  not 
one  seemed  to  be  occupied  with  the  Musical  Festival 
Nevertheless,"  she  reflected  with  consoling  pride,  "  if 
they  knew  that  our  Gilbert  was  playing  'cello  in  the 
orchestra  and  dming  at  this  very  moment  with  Mr  Mill- 
wain,  some  of  them  would  be  line  and  surprised,  that  " 
they  would !  "    No  one  would  ever  have  suspected,  from 
her  calm,  careless,  proud  face,  that  such  vain  and  two- 
penny thoughts  were  passing  through  her  head.    But 
the  thoughts  that  do  pass  through  the  heads  of  even  the 
most  common-sensed  philosophers,  men  and  women 
are  truly  astonishing.  ' 

In  four  minutes  she  was  at  Bursley  Town  Hall 
where  she  changed  into  another  car— full  of  people 
equally  mdifferent  to  the  Musical  Festival— for  5ie 
suburb  of  Hillport,  where  Mre  Clayton  Vernon  Uved 
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"  Put  me  out  opposite  Mrs  Clayton  Vernon's,  will 
you  ?"  she  said  to  the  conductor,  and  added, "  you  know 
the  house? " 

He  nodded  as  if  to  say  disdainfully  in  response  to 
such  a  needless  question:  "  Do  I  know  the  house?  Do 
I  know  my  pocket?  " 

As  she  left  the  car  she  did  catch  two  men  discussing 
the  Festival,  but  they  appeared  to  have  no  intention  of 
attending  it.  They  were  earthenware  manufacturers. 
One  of  them  raised  his  hat  to  her.  And  she  said  to  her- 
self:  "  He  at  any  rate  knows  how  important  my  Gil- 
bert is  in  the  Festival!  " 

It  was  at  the  instant  she  pushed  open  Mrs  Clayton 
Vernon's  long  and  heavy  garden  gate,  and  crunched  in 
the  frosty  darkness  up  the  short  winding  drive,  that  the 
notion  of  the  peculiarity  of  her  errand  first  presented 
itself  to  her.    Mrs  Clayton  Vernon  was  a  relatively  great 
lady,  living  in  a  relatively  great  house;  one  of  the  few 
exalted  or  peculiar  ones  who  did  not  dine  in  the  middle 
of  the  day  like  other  folk.    Mrs  Clayton  Vernon  had  the 
grand  manner.    Mrs  Clayton  Vernon  instinctively  and 
successfully  patronized  everybody.    Mrs  Clayton  Ver- 
non was  a  personage  with  whom  people  did  not  joke. 
And  k)  I  Mrs  Swaim  was  about  to  invade  her  courtly  and 
luxurious  house,  uninvited,  unauthorized,  with  a  couple 
of  hot  potatoes  in  her  muff.    What  would  Mrs  Clayton 
Vernon  think  of  hot  potatoes  in  a  muff?    Of  course,  the 
Swanns  were  "as  good  as  anybody."    The  Swanns 
knelt  before  nobody.    The  Swanns  were  of  the  cream  of 
the  town,  combining  commerce  with  art,  and  why  should 
not  Mrs  Swann  take  practical  measures  to  keep  her  son's 
hands  warm  in  Mrs  Clasrton  Vernon's  cold  carriage? 
Still,  there  was  only  one  Mrs  Clayton  Vernon  in  Bursley, 
and  it  was  impossible  to  deny  that  she  inspired  awe, 
even  in  the  independent  soul  of  Mrs  Swann. 

Mrs  Swann  rang  the  beU,  reassuring  herself.    The 
next  instant  an  electric  light  miraculously  cama  into 
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existence  outside  the  door,  iHuminating  her  from  head 
to  foot.  This  startled  her.  But  she  said  to  herself  that 
It  must  be  tile  latest  dodge,  and  tirnt,  at  any  rate,  it  was 
a  very  good  dodge,  and  she  began  again  tiie  process  of 
reassurmg  herself.  The  door  opSed,  and  a  prim 
CTeature  stiffly  starched  stood  before  Mrs  Svrann. 
My  word!  reflected  Mrs  Swann,  "  she  must  cost  her 
mistr^  a  pretty  penny  for  gettmg  up  aprons!  "  And 
she  said  aloud  curtly:  — -o    r   r 

"  Will  you  please  teU  Mr  GUbert  Swann  tiiat  some- 
one  \TOnts  to  speak  to  him  a  minute  at  the  door?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  the  servant,  with  pert  civility     "  Will 
you  please  step  in? "  j         nu. 

She  had  not  meant  to  step  in.  She  had  decidedly 
meant  not  to  step  in,  for  she  had  no  wish  to  encounter 
Mrs  ChytMi  Vernon;  indeed,  the  reverse.  But  she  im 
mediately  perceived  that  in  asking  to  speak  to  a  guest 
at  the  door  she  had  socially  erred.  At  Mrs  Clayton 
Veraon  s  refined  people  did  not  speak  to  refined  people 
atthedoor.  So  she  stepped  in,  and  tiie  door  was  closed 
pnsomng  her  and  her  potatoes  in  tiie  imposing  haU. 

,.l°^Y  ^°*  *°  ^  **■■  ^"^b^rt  Swann,"  she  insisted. 
♦K  J^'  said  tiie  servant.  "  WiU  you  please  step  into 
the  breakfast-room?  There's  no  one  tijere.  I  wiU  tell 
Mr  Swann. 


VI 

As  Mrs  Swann  was  being  led  like  a  sheep  out  of  tiie  hall 
mto  an  a^tment  on  tiie  right,  which  the  servant  styled 
the  bre^fast-room,  anotiier  door  opened,  furtiier  up  tiie 
nail,  and  Mrs  Clayton  Vernon  appeared.  Magnificent 
though  Mre  Swann  was,  tiie  ample  Mrs  Clayton  Vernon, 
discreetly  ^o«d/«,  was  even  more  magnificent.  Dressed 
as  she  meant  to  show  herself  at  tiie  concert,  Mrs  Clayton 
Vernon  made  a  resplendent  figure  wortiiy  to  be  tiie 
cousm  of  Oie  leader  of  tiie  orchestra-and  worthy  even 
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to  teethe  place  of  the  missing  Countess  of  CheU.  Mrs 
Clayton  Vemon  had  a  lorgnon  at  the  end  of  a  shaft  of 
tortoise-shell;  otherwise,  a  pair  of  eye-glasses  on  a  stick, 
hhe  had  the  habit  of  the  lorgnon ;  the  loignon  seldom  left 
her,  Mid  whenever  she  was  in  any  doubt  or  difficulty  she 
would  raise  the  lorgnon  to  her  eyes  and  stare  patroniz- 
ingly.  It  was  a  gesture  tremendously  effective.  She 
employed  it  now  on  Mrs  Swann,  as  who  should  say 

Who  IS  this  insignificant  and  scarcely  visible  creature 
that  has  got  mto  my  noble  haU?  "  Mrs  Swann  stopped, 
struck  mto  immobihty  by  the  basiUsk  glance.  A  cour- 
teous and  even  a  defiant  woman,  Mrs  Swann  was  taken 
aback.  She  could  not  possibly  tell  Mre  Clayton  Vemon 
that  she  was  the  bearer  of  hot  potatoes  to  her  son.  She 
scarcely  knew  Mrs  Clayton  Vemon,  had  only  met  her 
once  at  a  bazaar !  With  a  convulsive  unconscious  move- 
ment her  right  hand  clenched  nervoush'  within  her  muff 
wid  crushed  the  rich  mealy  potato  it  held  untU  the  flesh 
of  the  potato  was  forced  between  the  fingers  of  her  glove 
A  horrible  sticky  mess!  That  is  the  worst  of  a  high- 
class  potato,  cooked,  as  the  Five  Towns  phrase  it,  "in 
Its  jacket."  It  will  burst  on  the  least  provocation. 
There  stood  Mrs  Swann,  her  right  hand  glued  up  with 
escaped  potato,  in  the  sober  grandeur  of  Mre  Clayton 
Vemon  s  haU,  and  Mrs  Clayton  Vemon  bearing  down 
upon  her  like  a  Dreadnought. 

Steam  actually  began  to  emerge  from  her  mufi. 
Ah!  '  said  Mrs  Clayton  Vemon,  inspecting  Mrs 
Swann.    "It's  Mrs  Swann!    How  do  you  do:  Mrs 
Swann? "       . 

Slw  seemed  politely  astonished,  as  well  she  might 
be.  By  a  happy  chance  she  did  not  perceive  the  wisp  of 
steam.  She  was  not  looking  for  steam.  People  do  not 
expect  steam  from  the  interior  of  a  visitor's  muff. 

"  Oh!  "^ said  Mrs  Swann,  who  was  really  in  a  pitiable 
state.  '  I'm  sorry  to  trouble  you,  Mrs  Clayton  Vemon. 
But  I  want  to  speak  to  GUbert  for  one  moment." 
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«,^*  i^'^J*^"?*  *^  Clayton  Vernon's  hand  was 
P*°rt  extended.    She  could  not  take  it  with  h« 

^^%  ^^"^  rfJ^y  "^«'*  ^th  the  eSiefy 
h^tea  sultnness  of  the  ruined  potato.    She  could  not 

hand  which  Mrs  Clayton  Vernon  pressed  with  a  weU- 
to^pretence  that  people  always  offered  her  their  left 

••  Nothing  wrong  I  do  hope!  "  said  she.  gravely. 

Oh  no,    said  Mrs  Swann.     "Only  just  a  Mttlp 

nmtter  which  ^d  been  forgotten.    OnlyLK.L^u te 

I  must  hurry  off  at  once  as  I  have  to  m^t  my  husband 

If  I  could  ]ust  see  Gilbert—"  "uau-uu. 

info't^'^^^'"  !^^  ^  C'^y**'"  V^raon-    "  I>o  come 
S™~    brealdast-room,  will  you?    We've  just  finished 

c«t    ^  MOlwam-my  cousm-hates  to  be  hurried. 

TS;^.fTl-*°°"?5  *°  '^^  **'  Swann  to  come  here. 
TeU  him  that  his  mother  wishes  to  speak  to  him  " 

In  the  breakfast-room  Mrs  Swann  was  invited  nav 
~mmand«i  by  Mrs  Clayton  Vernon,  to  Wn  ^r 
^A^  ^"t  "he  could  not  loosen  her  mantle.  She 
Wte  „f  ?."^^-  ,v^"  "^'"^  "^^  potato  to  preven? 
effec.iil^"*  ^^^  °"*  "^  **>«  »«"«•  she  of^^course 
effected  the  precise  opposite  of  her  purpose,  and  bits  of 

^oJ^r  ^""^r^^^^  potato  beian  to  descend  the 
^t^  ^r  ^"^•  J^^  "^^  "t™<=k  seven,  and  a»S 
ek^,  duruig  which  Mrs  Swami  could  not  think^ff 
anything  whatever  to  say.  but  the  finger  of  the  clock 

iZ ^SrwIS"""""  '*  """•  *'°'^'  *'^  ^'"'"- 
.K-i-  ^'^- "°t  t?o  warm."  she  said  at  length,  feebly  but 

^STo'llft*.^.,'*"  ^"^y*""  VemZ's'comS:aSS 
^  to  speak  bluntly,  was  an  untruth.    She  was  too 

Warm* 

Mrl'A^'J^V^  "^*  °°t^^  ^  tJ^e  "««er?  "  urged 
Mrs  Clayton  Vernon,  justifiably  alarmed  by  the  exp^ 
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sum  of  her  visitor's  features, 
in  me  if — " 


"  I  beg  you  to  confide 


"Not  at  all,"  said  Mrs  Swann,  trying  to  laugh. 
'  I'm  only  sorry  to  disturb  you.    I  didn't  mean  to  dis- 


on  earth   is   that?  "  cried   Mrs  Clayton 


turb  you." 

"What 
Venum. 

The  other  potato,  escaping  Mrs  Swann's  vigilance, 
had  run  out  of  the  mufi  and  come  to  the  carpet  with 
a  dull  thud.  It  rolled  half  under  Mrs  Swaim's  dress. 
Almost  hysterically  she  put  her  foot  on  it,  thus  making 
pulp  of  the  second  potato. 

"  What?  "  she  inquired  innocently. 

"Didn't  you  hear  anythhig?  I  trust  it  isn't  a 
mouse!    We  have  had  them  once." 

Mrs  Clayton  Vernon  thought  how  brave  Mrs  Swann 
was,  not  to  be  frightened  by  the  word  "  mouse." 

"  I  didn't  hear  anything,"  said  Mrs  Swann.  Another 
untruth. 

"  If  you  aren't  too  warm,  won't  yon  come  a  little 
nearer  tte  fire?  " 

But  not  for  a  thousand  pounds  would  Mrs  Swann 
have  exposed  the  miwh  of  potato  on  the  carpet  under 
her  feet.  She  could  not  conceive  in  what  ignominy 
the  dreadful  affair  would  end,  but  she  was  the  kind  of 
woman  that  nails  her  colours  to  the  mast. 

"Dear  me!"  Mrs  Clayton  Vernon  murmured. 
"  How  delicious  those  potatoes  do  smell  t  I  can  smell 
them  all  over  the  house." 

This  was  the  most  staggering  remark  that  Mrs 
Swann  had  ever  heard. 

"  Potatoes?  "  very  weakly. 

"  Yes,"  said  Mrs  Clayton  Vernon,  smiling.  "  I 
must  tell  you  that  Mr  Millwain  is  very  nervous  about 
getting  his  hands  cold  in  driving  to  Hanbridge.  And 
he  has  asked  me  to  have  hot  potatoes  prepared.  Isn't 
it  amusing  ?    It  seems  hot  potatoes  are  constantly  use j 
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for  this  pmpose  in  winter  by  the  pupils  of  the  Royal 
College  of  Music,  and  even  by  the  professois.  Mv 
cojism  says  that  even  a  slight  chilliness  of  the  hancb 
mterferes  with  tm  playing.  So  I  am  having  potatoes 
done  for  your  son  too.  A  delightful  boy  he  « I  " 
whatJlS^';;^.**"'^-  "H«w  queer.  But 
She  m^ht  have  confessed  then.  But  you  do  not 
know  her  if  you  think  she  did.  Gilbert  came  in.  anxio^ 
and  alamed.  Mrs  Clayton  Vernon  left  them  together. 
The  mother  explamed  matters  to  the  son,  and  in  an 
instant  of  time  the  ruin  of  two  magnificent  potatoes  was 
at  the  back  of  the  fire.  Then,  without  ialutitg  Mn 
Clayton  Vernon,  Mrs  Swann  fled.  "^       » 
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THE  scene  was  the  up-platfonn  of  Knype  railway 
station  on  a  summer  afternoon,  and,  more  par- 
ticularly, that  part  of  the  platform  round  about  the 
bookstall.    There  were  three  persons  in  the  neighbour- 
hood of  the  bookstall.    The  first  was  the  principal  book- 
stall clerk,  who  was  folding  with  extraordinary  rapidity 
copies  of  the  special  edition  of  the  Staffordshire  Signal; 
the  second  was  Mr  Sandbach,  an  earthenware  manu- 
facturer, famous  throughout  the  Five  Towns  for  his  in- 
genious invention  of  teapots  that  will  pour  the  tea  into 
the  cup  instead  of  all  over  the  table ;  and  a  very  shabby 
man,  whom  Mr  Sandbach  did  not  know.    This  very 
shabby  man  was  quite  dose  to  the  bookstall,  while  Mr 
Sandbach  stood  quite  ten  yards  away.    Mr  Sandbach 
gazed  steadily  at  the  man,  but  the  man,  ignoring  Mr 
Sandbach,  allowed  dreamy  and  abstracted  ej-es  to  rest 
on  the  far  distance,  where  a  locomotive  or  so  was  im- 
patiently pushing  and  pulling  waggons  as  an  excitable 
mother  will  drag  and  shove  an  inoffensive  child.    The 
platform  as  a  whole  was  sparsely  peopled;  the  London 
train  had  recently  departed,  and  the  station  was  suffer- 
ing from  the  usual  reaction;  only  a  local  train  was  sig- 
nalled. 

Mr  Gale,  a  friend  of  Mr  Sandbach's,  came  briskly  on 
to  the  platform  from  the  booking-oflace,  caught  sight  of 
Mr  Sandbach,  and  accosted  him. 
"  Hello,  Sandbach!  " 
"  How  do.  Gale?  " 

To  a  slight  extent  they  were  rivals  in  the  field  of  in- 
vention.   But  both  had  succeeded  in  life,  and  both  had 
360 
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the  akrt  and  prosperous  air  of  success.  Bom  about  the 
same  tune,  they  stood  nearly  equal  aftw  forty  years  of 
earthly  endeavour. 

"  What  are  you  doing  here?  "  asked  Gale,  casually 
I  ve  come  to  meet  someone  off  the  Crewe  train." 

..•n.  ."^  ^'^"^  ^y  '*—*<*  Derby."  said  Mr  Gale. 

They  say  it's  thirteen  minutes  late." 

,  "^^  ^«'*'"  said  Mr  Sandbach.  taking  no  notice 
of  this  remark.  "  you  see  that  man  there?  " 
'  Which  one— by  the  bookstall?  " 
"  Yes." 

*'  Wen,  what  about  him?  " 
"  I  bet  you  you  can't  make  him  move  from  where  he 
IS— no  physical  force,  of  course.  ' 

Mr  Gale  hesitated  an  instant,  and  then  bis  eye 
ghstened  with  response  to  the  challenge,  and  he  replied  • 
I  bet  you  I  can." 
"  WeU,  try,"  said  Mr  Sandbach. 
Mr  Sandbach  and  Mr  Gale  frequently  threw  down 
the  gtoye  to  each  other  in  this  agreeable  way.    Either 
they  asked  conundrums,  or  they  set  test  questioDS  or 
they  suggested  feats.    When  Mr  Sandbach  diacov^ 
at  a  Oinstmas  party  that  you  cannot  stand  with  your 
left  side  ctose  against  a  wall  and  then  lift  your  right  leg 
his  first  impulse  was  to  confront  Mr  Gale  ...Ji  the  tri5! 
When  Mr  Gale  read  m  a  facetious  paper  an  article  on  the 
I^^j    u*,?^'^**  observation  in  the  average  man,  en- 
titled,     Do  'bus  horses  wear  blinkers?  "  his  opening 
remark  to  Mr  Sandbach  at  their  next  meeting  was :  "I 
say,  Sandbach,  do  'bus  horses  wear  blinkers?    Answer 
qmck !  "    And  a  phrase  constantly  in  their  mouths  was, 
X  U  try  that  Ml  Gale ;  "  or,  "  I  wonder  whether  Sand- 
tedi  knows  that?  "    All  that  was  required  to  make 
their  relations  artistically  complete  was  an   official 
referee  for  counting  the  scores.    Such  a  basis  of  friend- 
ship may  seem  bizarre,  but  it  is  by  no  means  uncommon 
in  the  Five  Towns,  and  perhaps  elsewhere. 
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th.^h^*'^  Mr  Sandbach  defied  Mr  Gale  to  induce 
the  Aabby  man  to  move  from  where  he  .tood.  tbe 
nostnb  of  the  combatants  twitched  with  thetSit  of 

Mr  Gale  conceived  his  tactics  instanUy  and  imt  them 

f mm  ^c  ^l  *]»«"  *"™***'  and  talcing  a  handful  of  silver 
K^^K  K*^**' '^S^  *°  «»""*  "•  He  passed  slowly 
by  the  ^bby  man.  ahnost  brushing  his  sC^r  wd 
just  as  he  passed,  he  left  fall  half-tcrowtu  T^  h^' 
crown  rolled  round  in  a  circle  and  lay  Twn  Sfa 
y<«d  and  a  half  of  the  shabby  man.  The ZbbvZn 
«toly  glanced  at  the  half-crLi  and  th^  5^  m/(^ 

aware  of  hBk«s;  andthen  the  shabby  man  resumed  to 
dreamy  stare  into  the  distance.  "»"  ««nunea  nis 

aJI  ^i'  '  °^^  **^  Sandbach  after  Mr  Gale.    "  You've 
dropped  something. "  «=•       i  ou  ve 

It  was  a  great  triumph  for  Mr  Sandbach. 

Mr  ^^^  T"  y^^r"!**"'*  «**  ^^  to  ""ovel  ••  said 

«;^^Vr&^  «^°-«^  "^  «»<»  at 

..tl'J^*'?  ^  S*^*""  "  "tenianded  Mr  Gale,  frankly 
^taowledgmg  by  tone  and  gesture  that  he  '^l 

"IWtly  simple,"  answered  Mr  Sandbach.  con- 
oescendingly,  when  you  know.  FU  tell  you— it's  Wallv 
very  f„m,y.  j^t  as  everyone  was  rE  to  get  So 
the  London  express  I  heard  a  coin  dropTtte  pGom 
^flH«..'tr  '*  "f^-  ^*  ^  half-a-sov4ign  I 
hS^  a^h"^  "^^^  ^P^  "'  ^^  I  thiijTitVas  a 
lady.    Anyhow,  no  one  claimed  it.    I  was  just  goinTto 

S'^^tZ^'^"^P'^'^''^y-  HesiwitS^: 
f«il  iT^*/"  '*■  ^  '1'^'*  as  hghtning.  and  stood 
stiU.  He  didn't  notice  that  I  wal  afta^it  t«,  So 
redrew  , back.     I  thought    I'd  wait  and^slT  wlS 


iltt:-m%  .ft 


HALF-A-SOVEREI6N 


363 


"  He  looks  as  if  he  could  do  with  half-a-soveieign," 

•'  Yes;  he's  only  a  station  loafer." 

"  Then  why  doesn't  he  pick  up  his  half-sovereign 
and  hook  it?"  ^^ 

"  Cant  you  see  why?  "  said  Mr  Sandbach,  pat- 
ronisingly.  "  He's  afraid  of  the  bookstaD  clerk  catch- 
ing hun  at  it.  He's  afraid  it's  the  bookstaU  clerk  that 
has  dropped  that  half-sovereign.  You  wait  till  the 
bookstall  cferk  finishes  those  papers  and  goes  inside 
and  you'll  see." 

At  this  point  Mr  Gale  made  the  happy  involuntary 
movement  of  a  man  who  has  suddenly  thought  of  some- 
thing really  brilliant. 

"  Look  here,"  said  he.  "  You  said  you'd  bet.  But 
you  didn't  bet.  I'U  bet  you  a  level  half-crown  I  get  him 
to  shift  this  time."  * 

"  But  you  mustn't  say  anything  to  him." 

"  No— of  course  not." 

"  Very  weU,  I'U  bet  you." 

Mr  Gale  walked  straight  up  to  the  shabby  man,  drew 
half-a-sovereign  from  his  waistcoat  pocket,  and  held  it 
out.  At  the  same  time  he  pointed  to  the  shabby  man's 
boots,  and  then  in  the  most  unmistakable  way  he 
pointed  to  the  exit  of  the  platform.  He  said  nothing, 
but  his  gestures  were  expressive,  and  what  they  cleaify 
expressed  was:  "  I  know  you've  got  a  half-sovereign 
under  your  foot;  here's  another  half-sovereign  for  you 
to  clear  off  and  ask  no  questions." 

Meanwhile  the  ingenious  offerer  of  the  half-sovereign 
was  mediUting  thus:  "  I  give  half-a-sovereign,  but  I 
shall  gather  up  the  other  half-sovereign,  and  I  shall  also 
win  my  bet.    Net  result:  Half-a-crown  to  the  good." 

The  shabby  man,  who  could  not  have  been  a  fool, 
comprehended  at  once,  accepted  the  half-sovereign,  and 
moved  leisurely  away— not,  however,  without  glancing 
at  the  ground  which  his  leer  had  covered.    The  result 
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ofthe  »crutiny  evidenUy  much  mrDrkcH  hi™.       ,. 

loolS  S^%3  ""  ""^  -HJOr  -^d  Mr  S«,db«* 

with  an  undeS  wLt  'T^'^fe-     ^**  *»•  w«^«i. 

"I'm  son  I  saw  him  n^^  T^ "" "*""»overe«n. 
Sandbach  rdef«^T'j?il'S'/~^<«  "•''  «id  Mr 
the  other  half-si^^i^, 'V.'^ /»««»«.  "^  «>«"«. 
•ye«_  off  him."  r''        °  ^  ^  """^  taken  my 

"  r?5.*''*°',''.°*'  ^°  y»"  explain  it?  " 
"  I  S^P"^^  "■•"  '^'^  Mr  Sa^£h 

this,.isyourno?ro„"^ap4£fir""**'"*«°''-  "" 
SandbX^es?^.''""?;!^^,!^"*  "  at  all."  Mr 
appeared  it's  not  my  fault  I  m^  ■^'"'"'«"  ^  dis- 
'\^^    H-^^thi"So;^^*-thyou.and 

thoSU^^sSSg^f^^S^di^  ^-P*««' 
of  offended  pride  ^       *°  ***=^«  '*  with  an  air 

"Mdf  yoTa^er^"^  "^'^'^  Mr  Gale, 
thought  you'/S^Scw^'^^Pfri.J^  SS^"^- 
ten  shillings  to  go  wasn't  at  aU^i^'    ^^^P^  the  man 

S™?*"  '  "" '^-"  *  &«>b.*  bee™  idl. 
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The  friendship  hitherto  exiitins  between  thmt,  f»i 

«dt^  .*  '»PJ*««Y«  trifle,  had  not  a  surpn^ 
Sfd^f^v  "i*^*  mi«cuk>u8  thing  happened,  by  wml 
Ki.^2-*^V"y'"***'^"''*2ne.  Mr  Sand- 
bach  was  stidcing  close  to  Mr  Gale,  and  Mr  Gale  was 
Wfcwmgm~tE;ii.„«Iy  footstep,  if  the  Z^^X 

wh^Jr^  ''  !i*™*"^  "**  "^^  °'  *^  half-soveieiiT 
when  to!  a  golden  com  seemed  to  sUp  from  the  bootS 

^t^  '^f^^y  ■"?•  '*  '"^^  the  stone-flagsTthe 
platform  vnth  scarcely  a  sound,  and  Mr  SandSch  <u>d 
Mr  (^  made  a  «multaneous,  superb  and  undignified 
rush  for  It.    Mr  Sandbach  got  it.    The  veiy^bbv 

^Z^-  "'~y»^«idthathewasoftoooblivio^ 
^i^L^  If  ^r*  ^I  ^^  ^*'<*-  B»t  one  must  not 
forget  that  he  had  made  a  solid  gain  of  ten  shillings 

r«ri™  !?^  "*  the  fellow's  boots  must  have  be?n  all 
cmdB.  and  it  must  have  got  lodged  in  one  of  them." 
cheerfully  exolamed  Mr  Sandbach  as  he  gazed  with 

Y^  thought  It  was  a  plant.    I  hope  you  believe  me 

MrSle^d'^:"""''^'"*'^'*'^''-    ^* 

bel<jj.?to  ^e"  ^  *''** "  '**"*^  *••**  half-sove«ign 

."Why?  "asked  Mr  Sandbach,  bluntly. 
^^^  WeU.     Mr  Gale  began,  searching  about  for  a 

firm'i'J'^.v'*"'^.*".*^   "•"   "'  Sandbach  proceeded 

^^<j^    ^T  '*'**"*  "^  '*  '^'^t-     You  didn't  pick  « 
up.  ^_  Where  do  you  come  in  ?  "  f      '<■ 

.'.'  i'"*,^^^"  *°*^  sixpence  out,"  said  Mr  Gale. 
„„♦  -4     T  ^  ^  ^1"?  y°"  the  coin,  which  I  certainly  shall 
not  do,  I  should  be  half-a-crown  out." 
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with  f^"^   ^Lf  •  "T^rnui^^^^^t 
•:  WeU."^^H  ^  "'^J*^!  to  a«»mit  that  he  had.^ 

invamhly  n^St  S^T^  **^  "^"^"^  '^ 

^.Tl'^if^"  ^'*«'°'«  evaporated. 
♦1^  J:?  *  P'"ofitable  afternoon."  said  Mr  Sandharf.  a. 
the  tram  came  in  and  they  parted  **°«*'»<*.  " 

Mr  (ifc!^  ^  o-gl't  to  share  the  loss  equally,"  said 
"  Do  you?  "  said  Mr  Sandbach.    "  That's  like  you." 
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T  WAS  just  going  into  my  taUor's  in  Sackville  Street. 

J.     when  who  should  be  coming  out  of  the  same  estab- 
lishment but  Mrs  Ellis!    I  was  startled,  as  any  man 
might  well  have  been,  to  see  a  lady  emerging  from  my 
ta^r  s.   Of  course  a  lady  might  have  been  to  a  taUor's  to 
OTder  a  tailor-made  costume.    Such  an  excursion  would 
be  perfectly  legal  and  not  at  all  shocking.    But  then  mv 
taJor  <bd not  "make  "  for  ladies.    Arfd  moreover,  Ite 
Hbs  was  not  what  I  should  caU  a  taUor-made  woman, 
bhe  belonged  to  the  other  variety— the  fluffy,  lacv 
flowmg  variety.    I  had  made  her  acquaintance  on  one 
of  my  vBits  to  the  Five  Towns.    She  was  indubitably 
elegant,  but  m  rather  a  Midland  manner.    She  was  a 
fine  specunen  of  the  provincial  woman,  and  that  was  one 
of  the  reasons  why  I  liked  her.    Her  husband  was  a 
successful  earthenware  manufacturer.    Occasionally  he 
had  to  make  long  journeys— to  Canada,  to  Australia 
aad  New  Zealand— in  the  interests  of  his  business;  so 
that  she  was  sometimes  a  grass-widow,  with  plenty 
of  money  to  spend.    Her  age  was  about  thirty-five- 
bright,  agreeable,  shrewd,  downright,  energetic;  a  little 
short  and  a  little  plump.    Wherever  she  was,  she  was  a 
centre  of  mterest!    In  default  of  children  of  her  own 
she  amused  herself  with  the  children  of  her  husband's 
sisto,  Mrs  Carter.    Mr  Carter  was  another  successful 
earthenware    manufacturer.      Her   favourite    among 
nef*ews  and  nieces  was  young  Ellis  Carter,  a  conside^ 
able  local  dandy  and  "  dog."    Such  was  Mrs  Ellis. 

Are  you  a  widow  just  now?  "  I  asked  her,  after  we 
nadshaken  hands. 
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"  li^r^*  11' y°"  doing he«?  » I  iJisted. 

me  some  tL  somewSreT^  ^^*  ""^^  '****  "'^  »««' 
"Ohf°*^"i**^**-    "Where?" 

^cbl^T^er^'^  *^*.  ""'t^PoIitan  resorts 

m  one  of  the  alrov<«  ™+ir        IT   ""^^^Uea  ourselves 

then  she  e^la^er^lTro  ^^^^^.f  *7^^ -f 
to  give  .t  here  as  nearly  in  her  0^;;,^,^^ /i„™P«* 
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r  WOULDN'T  teU  you  anything  about  it  (she  said)  if  I 
didn  t  know  from  the  way  you  talk  sometimes  that  you 
aiemterestedm^>«,^.    I  mean  any  people,  anywhere. 
Hun«m  nature!    Everybody  ibatlc^me  a^  ii 
frightfully  mterestmg  to  me.    Perhaps  that's  why  I've 
got  so  many  friends-and  enemies.    I  have,  you  know. 
I  just  Uce  watchmg  people  to  see  what  they  do,  and  then 
what  they'll  do  next.    I  don't  seem  to  iind  so  much 
whether  they're  good  or  naughty— with  me  it's  their 
mterestmgness  that  comes  first.    Now  I  suppose  you 
don  t  know  very  much  about  my  nephew,  E^Carter 
Just  met  hun  once,  I  think,  and  that's  all.    Don't  you 
thnJc  he's  handsom^s?    Oh!  /  do.    I  think  he's  wry 
handsome.    But  then  a  man  and  a  woman  never  do 
agree  about  what  being  handsome  is  in  a  man.    Elhs  is 
only  twenty,  too.    He  has  such  nice  curly  hair,  and  his 
c^f^B^^^  *  yo"  noticed  his  eyes?    His  father  savs 
he  8  Jdle.    But  all  fathers  say  that  of  their  sons.    I 
suppo^  you'U  admit  anyhow  that  he's  one  of  the  best- 
Je^ed  youths  in  the  Five  Towns.     Anyone  micht 
thmk  he  got  his  clothes  in  London,  but  he  doesn'tlt 
Msenas  ttere's  a  sinply  marvellous  tailor  in  Bursley,  *nd 
Elhs  Md  all  his  friends  go  to  him.    His  father  is  iways 
grumbling  at  the  bills,  so  his  mother  told  me.    Well 
when  I  was  at  their  house  in  July,  there  happened  to 
come  for  Ellis  one  of  those  flat  boxes  *hat  men's  tailors 
always  pack  suits  in,  and  so  I  thought  I  might  as  well 
MOW  a  great  deal  of  curiosity  about  it,  and  I  did.    And 
Elhs  undid  it  in  the  breakfast-room  (his  father  wasn't 
there)  and  showed  me  a  lovely  blue  suit.    I  asked  him 
to  go  upstairs  and  put  it  on.    He  wouldn't  at  first,  but 
his  sisters  and  I  worried  him  till  he  gave  way. 

He  came  downstairs  again  like  Solomon  in  all  his 
gtoiy.  It  realty  was  a  lovely  suit.  No— seriousty,  I'm 
not  joking.    It  was  a  dream.    He  was  very  shy  in  it     I 
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nrast  say  men  are  funny.  Even  when  they  reaUy  /lA 
having  ikw  clothes  and  cutting  a  figure,  they  simpl] 
hate  putting  them  on  for  the  firat  time.  Ellis  is  tha 
way.  I  don't  know  how  many  suits  that  boy  hasn't  go 
— Aeer  dandyism  t— and  yet  he'll  keep  a  new  suit  in  th« 
house  a  couple  of  months  before  wearing  it  I  Now  that'i 
the  sort  of  thing  that  I  call  "  interesting."  So  curious 
isn't  it  ?  Ellis  wouldn't  keep  that  suit  on.  No ;  as  sooi 
as  we'd  done  admiring  it  he  disappeared  and  changed  it. 

No:v  I'd  gone  that  day  to  ask  Ellis  to  escort  me  t( 
Uandudnc  the  week  after.  He  likes  going  about  wit] 
his  auntie,  and  his  auntie  likes  to  have  him.  And  o 
course  she  sees  that  it  doesn't  cost  him  anything.  Bu 
his  father  has  to  be  placated  first.  There's  anothe 
fimny  thing !  Hi^  father  is  always  grumbling  that  Ellii 
is  absohitely  no  good  at  all  at  the  works,  but  the  momen 
there's  any  question  of  Ellis  going  away  for  a  hoUdaj 
—even  if  it's  cnly  a  week-end— then  his  father  turn 
light  round  and  wants  to  make  out  that  Ellis  is  abso 
lutely  indispensable.  WeU,  I  got  over  his  Either, 
always  do,  naturally.  And  it  was  settled  that  EIH 
and  I  should  go  on  the  next  Saturday. 

I  said  to  Ellis: 

"  You  must  be  sure  to  bring  that  suit  with  you." 

And  then— will  you  believe  me?— he  stuck  to  it  h< 
wouldn't!  Truly  I  was  under  the  impression  that 
could  aifoe  either  Ellis  or  his  father  into  any  nuHta 
thing.  But  no!  I  couldn't  argue  Ellis  mto  agreeini 
to  Imng  that  suit  with  him  to  Llandudno.  He  said  h 
should  wear  whites.  He  said  it  was  a  September  suit 
He  said  that  everybody  wore  blue  at  Llandudno,  and  h 
didn't  want  to  be  mistaken  for  a  schoolmaster !  Imagim 
him  being  mistaken  for  a  schoohnaster!  He  even  sai( 
there  were  some  things  I  didn't  understand!  I  tok 
him  there  was  a  very  particular  reason  why  I  wantec 
him  to  take  that  suit.    And  there  wiu.    He  said - 

"What  is  the  reason?" 


THE  BLUE  SUIT  jy. 

But  I  wo.iIdn't  tell  him  that.    I  wasn't  eoinir  to 

bMten  by  a  mere  curly-headed  boy.    I  can  do  what  I 

law.  Aad  before  he  started  in  the  dogcart  to  m^e  at 
tte  station  on  our  way  to  Uandud^e  g^S\ 
bonnet-box  to  hand  to  me.  and  told  h^  tftlielrLt 
««of,t.  HehandeditovertomeJlaKid*^S 
to  take  gi^t  care  of  it.  Of  course  he  b^mev^^ 
cunom  to  know  what  was  in  it.    I  said  toS       ^ 

belieiJ^Tonm!^'*'*""**^^'*"^**"*'*^-    !'»'««=*.  I 

He  said:  "  It's  heavy  for  a  hat." 
iar^tL'JZSr.'^  that  hats  were  both  heavy  and 
He  said,  "Well,  I  pity  you,  auntie!  " 
Naturally  it  was  his  blue  suit  that  was  *n  the  box 
fts  mother  had  bmigfed  it  after  he'd  dmt^  paS' 
while  he  was  having  lunch.  Paoong, 

t.J  **i«Jete™i>Md  he  shoM  wear  that  suit.    And  I 

that  I  d  broij^t  It  m  ^ite  of  him.    There  is  one^ 
tog  about  Ellis-he  can  see  a  joke  agaiwt  to^Sf 
Have  another  cake.    Well.  I  wi,  tlT^        T^'i'm 
coming  to  the  reason.  "«.  "»«i- .  .  .    Ves,Im 

II 

A  GIRL,  yon  say?  Well,  of  course.  But  vou  mustn't 
took^p:oud  of  yourself.    A  body  needn'tCa^jSi 

f rirfif mr"  ^  ^'^  "^  %^'^  **»  ««^  that  tS 
for  a  m^.^,;  J^  T."  ""Pff?*  ^  ^""^^  *»^  imagined 
for  a  moment  that  it  would  interest  you  if  therehadn^ 
beenagirlmit?  Not  exactly!  W^,  it'sTrirlW 
Z'^E^  Ca^^toEnglandlnJune^ithhl^^ 
Or  rather,  perhaps,  ber  parents  came  with  I^Trd 
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to  try  a  good  seaside  place,  so  I  vrrotr  tWtL^  ^ 
sv^ted  Llandudno  a^  a  C,S?n  'UST  ^ 
f^Wn^K  **  '*.*'^'*  ""««*  there  and  s^nd  at  w 

^uSLSv-.  .  nXSe^^sP^S-t^  '"Z  ''' 

and  a  French  chei  and  all  kinds  of  thin«rbSt  su^v 
you  must  have  seen  all  about  it  in  thepaSrs!  ^ 

Now  that  was  why  I  took  Ellfa  ^^JTme  I  b^t. 
faavelhng  about  alone,  especially  wh^mvhn.L^. 
away.  And  it  was  particSbrty  ^  ^^  "?  of^^*?  1 
that  I  stole  the  blue  luit.  But  I  K^Tpn-  ^^  ^1 
about  the  girl,  and  I  only  j^Jt  mSLi*te^* r'S 
^er-and  not  ev«.  thit  untU  weTre^feK^ 
team.  ^These  young  dandies  are  really  very  nenro.^««5 
tmiid  at  bottom,  you  know,  in  spite  of  torir^     E^^ 

^waDctenmilessoonertl^Lve  om^tTsinS 
^rl^f J"%'  C^*^*"*-  And  he's  just  ^  rfiySt 
girlstoo.    I  beheve  most  men  are,  if  you  adTL 

«^  c»n|&routSir"^iTeuTu::e  Je;s-;r 

not  anywhere  near  being  in  itl  FoVoneto£  thev^' 
m  evenmg-dress.    Now  at  Hawthomd^'you^n^ 
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Sl,!?.^"-  ?«"  ^'t  a  place  in  Llaiuludno 
«^L^  exception  not  to  dress  for  dinneT^y 

YoA  S!?  ^  London  and  at  the  Hotel  St  R^is  in  iC 
cS;^  ^  «"°eth^  else-I  forget  the^me-S 
^^»-  !n  «P«<=*^  to  meet  "ColoniaVb^t 
was  Elhs  and  I  wlio  were  "colonial."    I  «,Ud  iSJb 

S^i  th^'^v^°P""°'>°*Ha^»«>mden's.  1^ 
^T^*'  weFf  •  •  •  Her  name  is  Nellie  ReaUv 
«?31]ffy--  ?^y  »•«"*  ««i'tee'».  but  as  seTpo^d 
SS^"'^^*-  E7'J-"y«he  had  always  C^d 
to  treating  her  parents  as  equals;  she  talked  quite  half 

SSt^tr**  «»>*i?^^t«d  her  mother  as  flaUy^  eE 
amtraActe  me.  Mr  Smith  didn't  talk  much  And 
Ellis  didn't  at  fiist-he  was  too  timidand  a^arik- 
reaUy  not  at  aU  like  himself.    However.^  nS^ 

SSf  .^  *^'  *°^  ^^y  8°*  l-^to  friendly  ^^ 
wth  each  otoer.  Curious  thing-Ellis  never  notion 
women's  clothes;   veiy  interS  in  Us  oZ  Zdt 

wf^f^K^'J^^P'^''"""  !»»«>•  Buttoulythev 
were  styhsh.  Much  too  gorgeous  for  a  youngrirt^ 
oh!  you've  no  idea!-but  not  vulgar.  TWd  teen 
bought  m  London,  in  Dover  Street  R^ff-.,t»r  • 
ajd  better  than  her  m^S'^T^ill  5^'Sis"^  E 
she  wore  Uiem  without  any  self-consc.oW^  Jhoih 

^UieSm^.  .,  A  ^  ^  *?*"*  *°  ^^-  B"t  then  you 
see  the  Smitte  had  come  to  England  to  spend  money 

i8 
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^  ^H*"^'  "^  ""^  ***"*•  *"*«»  to  know  what 
we  could  do  to  amuse  ounelvM.    WeU.  it  was  a  ihoi^ 

n;«^^«.dofc«>u«therewa.notWn«.    T^a& 
iahispatroniangway:  ^^     ^ucnuuissaw, 

I'fV^n?  **.5'*  •"** '™°«''  the  balb  about  a  Wt?  " 

^e.  ••'Sd  m'  *;^^  "« »«^  abor.  bit?  •• 

Yes,    said  Master  Ellis,  "  biUiards-you  know  » 
AU  fou,  of  us  went  to  the  billiard-room     And  eL 

iffiabS  ,*^* ''^,.»''<"»t  a  bit.  His  father^ 
stalled  a  billiard-table  m  his  own  house  a  few  years  aso 
The  Idea  was  to 'keep  the  boy  at  home"  Kc^" 
of  Murse,  not  a  bit.  Ellis  is  a  pretty  good  dW  h..; 
he  did  nearly  all  his  practising  at  h^  ff  T^i£ 

Smith  w?^nriryit-Jt^KXS*;LS 
a«  a  agar  and  he  said  he  couldn't  do  justke  toVdw^ 
and  a  oie  at  the  same  time.  So  EUis  a«i  I  hX 
twenty^five  up.  He  gave  me  ten  and  I  beat  him-W 
babty  be«use  he  wo,^  keep  on  smokingSaiS^f-S 
to  show  Papa  Smkh  how  well  he  co^dkeTSetmote 
^h   ''^^^y^-  .Then  he  asked  Nellie  if  she^  "  ST" 

^  ^  ^^""^  *8**°*t  Ellis  and  me. 

Well,  111  cut  it  short.  That  girl,  with  her  pink-and- 
white  complexion-she  began  li^t  ofi  with  a  S^of 
twenty-«ght.    You  should  havTseen  E^s's  faS^  ?f 

KiL'ltt^K*^*  ever  struck  me'^as  half  s^„^^. 
tt  seems  that  Uiey  have  plenty  of  time  for  billiards  out  L 
Wumipeg  and  a  very  high-dass  table.    Aite^a  whife 

hi.  r^fh  '^'^°^*I^-<=h  is  supposed  to  be  very  sWt  at 
t^  N;n,i^**^*?*  ^"^^  *^°"«^t  "  wasTeiysMut 
too.    Neihe  and  her  pa  beat  us  hollow,  and  then  nX 
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pir         ^^"^    "'  "*^  *l»e  natural  anslel 
talis*  Tk""*-    He  wa,veor8tnl^li  Nellie'. 

S^urhk  w  ^'^v""^^  ^^  *°  J**^  broken  it  to  hSn 
«nS  M.if   '"*  ""*'  **•=*"*  '*  ^  Sunday  the  next  dT 

-whSerhimrh^'^  be  really  glad  to  ha^thats^t 

iKnf  ;«  ^  \^I^7^  °°  ^^n*:"  for  ™e  to  tell  him. 
He  went  off  to  bed  like  a  streak  of  lightnini?  ^d 
usvuUfy.  you  know,  he  simply  will  not  gotoS*'  NoS.^ 
rag  will  mduce  him  to  go  to  bed,  jult  as  nothingwSl 

the  suit  mto  his  room  early  in  the  morning  with  a  note 
I  did  want  him  to  look  his  best. 

♦I,,*       ^^"u*'*""*^**'^^^^  the  fire.    The  fire  was 
that  very  night.    What?  ...  •     *«»nrBwas 


III 

Do  3«)u  actually  mean  to  sit  tJiere  and  teU  me  you  never 
Why,  It  was  the  sensation  of  the  season.    Thei^-vras 

ever  told  ^ou  that  we  iLre'inT?'"Haif  ihetJe"  Z 
farM.""?'  •  f"  ^"^  ^  ^  anne.-nil  fo^r^^ 
^iJ^^r"^  had  chosen  it  becaui  the  roo^^the 
annexe  are  laiger.    Have  you  ever  bee-  in  a  fir.? 

SJ^^""'"*"?'  We  were  wakened  up  at  th^^ 
odock  It  was  getting  light,  even.  Somehow  toat 
mde  It  worse.  The  confusion-you  can't  imacLeit 
We  got  out  aU  right.  OhI  there  H  nT^s^ci^" 
oangertohfeandlimb.  But  after  all  ToX  S 
out  just  m  time.    And  with  practically  noth^i  but  o,L 
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dT«»«ii«-go,n»-«)me  not  even  that!    Ifi  queer  in  • 
tnd  pretend  you  are  calm,  until  the  thing  geU  hold  of 

^LhLr^'^y  ^'^  '°  »^^«'  clothe^o*^"  S2' 
Somebody  laid  we  .hould  have  time  for  that.    WeU- 

a  Mt  in  the  Minexe.  It  seems  a  lift  weU  acts  like  a 
chujmey.  and  half  of  us  might  have  been  bunit  alive 
»nf  \^y^^  ^^  ?^  fire-brigade  was  pretty  good.  They 
got  the  fire  out  very  well-very  qidckly  m  fact  We 
women,  or  m«it  of  us.  had  been  bunXi"  to  privSe 
partem,  and  thmp  in  the  main  part  of  the  hotel^w4 
warn  t  threatened,  and  when  we  knew  that  the  fire  was 
out wewturallyv^edtogobackand  see  wteth^ISJ 
of  our  thmgs  could  b6  saved  out  of  the  wreck.         ^ 

V„,!m1        Lv  *^u  "  *"'    ^^^t  «  »«l»t  it  was! 
You  d  never  beheve  that  so  much  damage  o^uM  be  done 

"«f„H^"'»'«'-    Chiefly  by  water,  of^couiw.    AU^e 
ground  floor  was  swmimmg  in  water.    In  fact  there  was 

A^ Tfi       ^^^  *"'«*  *^«  promenade  into  the  sea 
t^^^'^'^'^^^^^^^o.^t^  nohow.  W^n 

^^Z'^t^.  «°^^**'  P"^---  "'P*  '^  people 

thJP'^^h^  '"^"«^  *™^  *>^  the  *tai«; 
they  wouldn  t  let  us  go  up  at  first.    It  iBally  was  a 

S'^  *'?*'?».■  **.**"  *°°*  "'  *^e  *t»i".  lots  ofWd- 

-what  shaU  I  say?-well.  correctness.  I  do  believe 
most  of  us  had  forgotten  all  about  civilization.  We 
w^ted  our  things.  We  wanted  our  things  ^  badly 
that  we  even  lost  our  interest  in  the  origto  of  the  fZ 
and  m  the  question  whether  we  should  g^n£  ^t 

t°i?eu'ZfC""P^^-  By*heway'.Im,^tS,Sl! 
to  teU  you  that  we  never  saw  the  proprietors  after  the 
fire  was  out;  the  proprietors  could  only  be  seen  by  ap! 
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I  wu  very  lucky.    I  received  both  ray  trunk*  nearly 
at  once.    They  oune  shduu:  on  a  plank  down  thoM 
twin.    And  mof  t  of  my  things  were  in  them  too.    I 
wa*  determined  to  be  energetic  then,  and  to  get  out  of 
all  that  crowd.    Do  you  know  what  I  did?    I  simply 
Mlled  two  men  in  out  of  the  street,  and  told  them  to 
■noulder  my  trunks  into  the  main  building  of  the  hotel 
Idefied  policemen  and  the  superintendent  of  the  fir 
brigade.    And  m  the  main  building  I  demanded  a  bed- 
room, and  I  was  told  that  everything  would  be  done  to 
accommodate  me  as  quickly  as  possible.    So  I  went 
sMaight  upstairs  and  told  the  men  to  f  :illow  me,  and  I 
began  knocking  at  every  door  till  I  found  a  room  that 
wa*n  t  occupied,  and  I  took  possession  of  it,  and  gave 
the  men  a  shilhng  a  piece.    They  seemed  to  expect  half- 
a-crown,  because  I  'd  been  in  a  fire,  I  suppose !    Curious 
Ideas  odd  job  men  have !    Then  I  dressed  myself  out  of 
what  was  left  of  my  belongings  and  wen*  down  again. 

AH  the  people  said  how  lucky  I  was      d  what  pres- 
ence of  mind  I  had,  and  how  calm  and      ictical  I  was 
Mid  80  on  and  so  on.    But  they  didn't  know  that  I'd 
bwn  stupid  enough  not  to  give  a  thought  to  Ellis's  blue 
suit.    One  can't  think  of  everything,  and  I  didn't  think 
u    ,h  ^  '*''*^"  ^  ^  ^^  thought  of  it,  at  the  start.  I 
should  have  taken  the  bonnet-box  with  me  at  anycost 
I  came  across  Ellis;  smoking  a  cigarette,  of  course 
just  to  show,  I  suppose,  that  a  fire  was  a  most  ordinary 
event  to  him.    He  was  completely  dressed,  like  me.    He 
had  saved  the  whole  of  his  belongings.    He  said  the 
Smiths  were  fixing  themselves  up  in  private  rooms  some- 
where and  would  be  down  soon.    So  we  moved  along 
mto  the  dining-room  and  had  breakfast.    The  place  was 
full  and  noisy.    Ellis  was  exceedingly  facetious.    He 
said: 

"Well,  auntie,  did  you  have  a  pretty  good  night.'  " 

"  A  fire  is  a  very  clumsy  way  of  waking  you  up  in  the 
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on  Ji^^it1Sri'24«-,^j:  «tI'^.P%ed 
lame  sort  of  way  ttat  it  w^h  ^"^  ^jth  him  in  a 
he'd  brought  ^S^lL7^t!iZiZ^.1 
b«  able  later  on  to  invent  some  «moH  »^  "^*  ^  "^^* 
reaUy  plausible,  for  ha^bioSalonf  J'*^^ 
newest  suit  unknown  to  h1  n  *  1,.  ^  ***'*  ™e  l»Js 
the  more  I  S^rtlSJ^™f  anSl^^'  T"  ^  '^^^^^"^ 

Then  the  three  sS  ca^S^^  ^''^  """«^- 
queer  attire  in  that  S-rZm  but  T^v  IT  ^"^ 
Smith  won  the  goldmfdS^T'    „   ^  **'"^  *'^t  Mre 
"coloniahiess"  hid  come  s„ide„l"'*T'Vu^  ^«' 

dently  hadn't  been  vetyfortt^te  St  fh-  ^^1^  '^- 
to  mind  much.    Thevhadn'?^!f"  ""^^^^y  didn't  seem 

hotel  before  and  tteyac^eSR''''^  ^^y  "^  «»e 
edly  as  one  of  the  nr^^^^'S^J^.^^f'^humour- 
wasn't  quite  ud  to  thpir  wf^J;       f  *  "°**1  that 

was  delJhtfoL^  I  m^?s!!,T^^  ^TV-  .N«"^«  Smith 
looked  delightful  She  I.^  was  dehghtful,  and  she 
striped  pet1S?n.t?J,%^  r^n^lSte"""""'"^*' 
over  that  a  man's  blue  jackS'  whth  fi«  ^  ^r*^'  ^"^ 
well.  She  looked  indeJSblv  ^  ^^  ^f  P'*"^ 
though  the  jacket  wasT^y  a  JS^sSd""*^  '^"^«' 

El^  said'in  his  casual  way: 
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broken  bonnet-box  just  dose  to  it,  and  that  the  con- 
tinuations were  ruined  by  too  much  water. 

I  could  feel  myself  blushing  redder  and  redder. 

In  a  bonnet-box,  eh?  "  said  Master  Ellis. 
Then  he  said :  "  Would  you  mind  letting  me  look  at 
the  nght-hand  breast-pocket  of  that  jacket?  " 

She  didn't  mind  in  the  least.    He  looked  at  the  strip 
of  white  hnen  that  your  men's  tailors  always  stitch  into 
that  pocket  with  your  name  and  address  and  date,  and 
age  and  weight,  and  I  don't  know  what. 
He  said,  "  Thank  you." 
And  she  asked  him  if  the  jacket  was  his. 
"  Yes,"  he  said,  "  but  I  hope  you'll  keep  it." 
Everybody  said  what  a  very  curious  coincidence! 
EUis  avoided  my  eyes,  and  I  avoided  his.   .   .   .    Will 
you  beUeve  me  that  when  we  "had  it  out "  afterwards,  he 
md  I,  that  boy  was  seriously  angry.    He  suspected  me 
of  a  plan     to  make  the  best  of  him  "  during  the  stay 
with  the  Smiths,  and  he  very  strongly  objected  to  being 
made  the  best  of."    His  notion  apparently  was  that 
even  his  worst  was  easily  good  enough  for  my  Colonial 
friends,  although,  as  he'd  have  said,  they  had  "  simply 
wiped  the  floor  with  him  "  in  the  billiard-room.    Any- 
how, he  was  furious.    He  actually  used  the  word  "  un- 
warrantable," and  it  was  rather  a  long  word  for  k  mere 
stnpling  of  a  nephew  to  use  to  an  nuntie  who  was  paying 
all  his  expenses.    However,  he's  a  nice  enough  boy  at 
the  bottom,  and  soon  got  down  off  his  high  horee     I 
must  teU  you  that  Nellie  Smith  wore  that  jacket  all 
day,  quite  without  any  concern.    These  Colonials  don't 
reaUy  seem  to  mind  what  they  wear.    At  any  rate  she 
(hdn  t.    She  was  just  as  much  at  ease  in  that  jacket  as 
she  had  been  in  her  gorg»ousness  the  evening  before. 
And  she  and  Ellis  were  walking  about  together  all  day. 
The  next  day  of  course  we  all  left.    We  couldn't  stay 
seeing  the  state  we  were  in.  .  .  .    Now,  don't  you  think 
It  s  a  very  curious  story? 
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at  tS'ffi:r'^^''«=-»thetea-tabiein«.^ 
::f2.S;:.iilJ2i«^^-*°^'"  I  explained. 

promS^EtelS?^!^  '^i"'^"^  *^t-  Well,  I 
that  after  all  I  CwV  ii^'^ni^tedtoshowMm 
had.  I  told  him  I  taS^  ve^T  *^"*  ^9^  than  he 
Street-a  real  W^vL^^^^  ^°°^  *^°^^  m  SackviUe 
could  have^  Sntetio^l'-r^f  *^*  ^  »>«  l^e 
Poohed  the  offe?  atfet  !^d  ^*  ""^^fthere-  He  pooh! 
tailor  was  just  as  eoodl^„  P^f^^nded  that  his  BiSey 

authorized  visit  to  ffion    ^°''  '^L'"^*  "" 

story."  ^'    ^^d,    you  haven't  finished  the 

«^:/  ^'*'"  «he  replied  aijain 
.too'^^'ut^KSf  ^r^'^'«fe»anded.    "A 

some  dog  like  Ellis  CarteHnH  !*  j"^'^.  ^d  a  hand- 
iiW  the  youth's  jack^rt  ^n't  i^'u*"''  ^''^  Prl  wear- 

" Lobk  here." Xl^d^  *  l*"^  »«  hke  that." 
table.    ..  Did  y-^  S^rt  ^P,^T^.?."«^«  <"^<^  the 
other  on  the  sp^t^d  £  f^  °  ^^">  ^"^^  ^t^  each 
n^.tgoMthinfir4.1fHr?/    ^^^tasenti- 

"  Sh  y^rn*  f  y  «=en  each  other  since?  " 

"  WSven?  S^^'  ^'^  ^  B-^ey  too." 

"  Not  yet  Th 

must  rem4ii;e^^i2J*yy;^y«;,  they  mayn't.    You 
•  •  •    « they  A,,  iT,'l^t*y^e«^,?f  Queen  Victoria. 
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George  Peel  and  Mary,  his  wife,  sat  down  to  break- 
tast.    -njeir  only  son,  Gcorgie,  was  already  seated. 
Oeoijge  the  younger  showed  an  astounding  disregard 
fOT  the  decencies  of  Kfe,  and  a  frankly  gluttonous 
absorption   m   food   which   amounted   to   cyAicism. 
EvidenUy  he  cared  for  nothing  but  the  satisfaction  of 
bodily  deares.    Yet  he  was  twenty-two  months  old 
Md  occupied  a  commanding  situation  in  a  high  chair! 
His  father  and  mother  were  aged  thirty-two  and  twentv- 
e-ght  respectively.    They  both  had  pale,  intellectual 
fac^;    they  were  dressed  with  elegance,  and  their 
gestures  were  the  gestures  of  people  accustomed  to  be 
waited  upon  and  to  consider  luxuries  as  necessaries 
There  was  silver  upon  the  table,  and  the  itwm.  though 
smaH  and  somewhat  disordered,  had  in  it  beautifal 
things  whidi  had  cost  money.    Through  a  doorway 
half-screened  by  a  porti^  could  be  seen  a  large  studio 
peopled  with  heroic  statuaiy,  plaster  casts,  and  lumps 
of  clay  veUed  m  wet  cloths.    And  on  the  other  side  of 
Uie  great  vnndow  of  the  studio  green  trees  waved  their 
fohage     lUe  trees  were  in  Regent's  Park.    Another 
detail  to  show  that  the  Peels  had  not  precisely  faUed  in 
hfe :  the  time  was  then  ten-thirty  o'clock  I    Millions  of 
prsons  m  London  had  already  been  at  hard  work  for 
r-urs. 

And  indeed  George  Peel  was  not  merely  a  voune 
sculptor  of  marked  talent;  he  was  also  a  ri^  youni 
sculptor.    For  instance,  when  you  mentioned  his'name 
281 
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Triennial  Gold  MedS'oTfh!  t  .   '^  1^"  ^'^^'^  ^e 
dazzling  ete^t  bvTnob^l^n/  ■ ''*  **y'  -^t^^brnted  this 

'nanual  help  in  n^h^mht  Inl^Lr'  ^^  "^^  °^ 
sculptors  envied  GeSree  IWI^n^  k  ?u^"  "^"^  ^^^e 
to  tfem  (in  his  ot  STbe'ui'Srrtfw"^''^^ 

mmmm 

attempted  casualne^  ^   unnatural   in   its 

bac^n''''  °''  •="'='''"  ^'*^  ^^^'^-^  "beginning  to  serve 

gin^g't^'riJ^^^jr;  "'^'^  ^^  ^^^  '^^  -<J  be- 
She  was  dying  to  open  the  letter,  yet  she  pouml 


•  T^ 
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ont  the  tea  with  superhuman  leisuielinesa,  and  then 
mdicated  to  Geoigie  exactly  where  to  search  for  bits  of 
porridge  on  his  big  plate,  while  George  with  a  great 

f'^Sf*?''*.-^*  "^  ""^°''*«<1  "  news^per.  Then  at 
length  she  did  open  the  letter.  Having  read  it.  she  put 
her  hps  tighter  together,  nodded,  and  passed  the  letter 
to  George.    And  George  read:  ^^ 

"  Dear  Mary.—!  cannot  accede  to  your  request 
-Your  affectionate  uncle,  Samuel  Peel. 

r  "■^;^i~?*  expenses  connected  with  my  County 
Council  election  wiU  be  terrible.  sTr" 

GeMge  Jifted  his  eyebrows,  as  if  to  indicate  that 
m  his  opm'on  there  was  no  accounting  for  the  wUd 
stupidity  of  human  nature,  and  that  he  as  a  philosopher 
refused  to  be  startled  by  anything  whatever 

"  Curt!  »  he  muttered  coldly. 

Mary  uneasily  laughed. 

'*  What  shall  you  do?  "  she  inquired. 
Without! "  replied  George,  with  a  curtness  that 
equalled  Mary's  uncle's. 

"  And  what  about  the  rent?  " 

"  The  rent  will  have  to  wait." 

A  brave  young  man!  Nevertheless  he  saw  in -that 
moment  chasms  at  his  feet— chasms  in  which  he  and  his 
wife  and  child  and  his  briUiant  prospects  mieht  be 
swaUowed  up.    He  changed  the  subject. 

"  You  didn't  see  this  cutting,"  he  said,  and  passed 
a  sup  from  a  newspaper  gummed  to  a  piece  of  green 

George,  in  his  quality  of  rising  young  sculptor 
received  Press  cuttings  from  an  agency.  This  one 
was  from  a  somewhat  vulgar  Society  journal,  and  it 
gave,  m  two  paragraphs,  an  account  of  the  recent 
testmty  at  v.rtoige's  studio.  It  finished  with  the 
words:       Heidsieck  flowed  freely."    He  could  not 
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S)!!!IIT'!S  had  written  it.  Nol  It  was  not  in  the 
mcest  taste,  but  it  furnished  indubitable  proof  that 
Geor^Bwas  stiU  rising  that  he  was  a  figure  in  the  world. 
What  a  rag!  he  observed,  with  an  expression 
^p^T"*-     "^'"^  *'^  """'"'^  shoSirb.  ? 

II 

George  had  arranged  his  career  in  a  quite  exceptional 

rr  A  {i"*  *™,f  *^*  '^'=«  ^^  ^^^  him;  but  then 
he  had  knownhow  to  make  use  of  chance  to  the  hifjhest 
advantage     The  chance  that  had  served  him  iS^  te 

^t,^^^  ^"V"  ^**i  ^^  ^^*»  8«^«'y  »  tove  With 
«i^'*r!v'*''  ***/*  su'^vmg  relative  was  a  rich  uncle 
and  that  Geoige's  surname  was  the  same  as  hers  and 
her  uncle's     He  had  met  niece  and  uncle  in  Bursley 
m  the  Five  Towns,  where  old  Samuel  Peel  was  a  person- 
age and  tumdly,  a  patron  of  the  arts.    Having^igard 
to  his  golden  hau-  and  affection-compellmg  a^anice 
tt  was  not  surprising  that  Mary,  £ccustom^to  Ihe 
monotony  of  her  uncle's  house,  had  surrendered  her 
nean  to  him.    And  it  was  not  surprising  that  old  Peel 
had  at  once  consented  to  the  match,  Md  made  a  wiU 
in  favour  of  Maiy  and  her  oifepring.    What  was  sT 
pmn^  was  that  old  Peel  should  ^ve  begunT  J^ 
iwa  his  money  at  once  and  in  large  quantities,  fo?he 
was  not  of  a  very  open-handed  disposition 
wJ2it^^l^*w"  °^  °W. Samuel  Peel's  generosity 
was  due  to  his  bemg  a  cousin  of  the  Peels  of  Bursley 
«»  great  eighteenth-century  family  of  earthenware 
manufacturers.    The  main  branch  had  died  out,  tte 
notorious  Cariotta  Peel  having  expired  shockii^yla 
^,  and  another  young  descendant,  Matthew.  haVing 
been  forced  under  a  will  to  alter  his  name  to  Pe^ 
SjT^ertoi.     So  that  only  the  distant  cousin,  Samuel 
Peel,  was  left,  and  he  was  a  bachelor  with  no  prospect 
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of  ever  being  anything  else.  Now  Samuel  had  made  a 
fortune  of  his  own,  and  he  considered  that  all  the  honour 
and  all  the  historical  splendours  of  the  Peel  family  were 
concentrated  in  himself.  And  he  tried  to  be  worthy 
of  them.  He  tried  to  restore  the  family  traditions. 
For  this  he  became  a  benefactor  to  his  native  town,  a 
patron  of  the  arts,  and  a  candidate  for  the  Staffordshire 
County  Council.  And  when  Mary  set  her  young  mind 
on  a  young  man  of  parts  and  of  ambition,  and  bearing  by 
haiard  the  very  same  name  of  Peel,  old  Samuel  Peel 
said  to  himself :  "  The  old  family  name  will  not  die  out. 
It  ought  to  be  more  magnificent  than  ever,"  He  said 
this  also  to  George  Peel. 

Whereupon  George  Peel  talked  to  him  persuasively 
and  sensibly  about  the  risks  and  the  prizes  of  the 
sculptor's  career.  He  explained  just  how  extremely 
ambitious  he  was,  and  all  that  he  had  already  done, 
and  all  that  he  intended  to  do.  And  he  convinced  his 
unde-in-law  that  young  sculptors  were  tremendously 
handicapped  in  an  expensive  and  difficult  profession 
by  poverty  or  at  least  narrowness  of  means.  He  con- 
vinced his  uncle-in-law  that  the  best  manner  of  succeed- 
ing was  to  begin  at  the  top,  to  try  for  only  the  highest 
things,  to  sell  nothing  cheaply,  to  be  haughty  with 
dealers  and  connoisseurs,  and  to  cut  a  figure  in  the  very 
centre  of  the  art-world  of  London.  George  was  a  tood 
talker,  and  all  that  he  said  was  perfectly  true.  And 
his  uncle  was  dazzled  by  the  immediate  prospect  of 
new  fame  for  the  ancient  family  of  Peel.  And  in  the 
end  old  Samuel  promised  to  give  George  and  Mary  five 
hundred  a  year,  so  that  George,  as  a  sculpt,  r,  might 
begin  at  the  top  and  "succeed  like  success."  And 
George  went  ofE  with  his  bride  to  Loudon,  whence  he 
had  come.  And  the  old  man  thought  he  had  done  a 
very  noble  and  a  very  wonderful  thmg,  which,  indeed, 
he  had. 
This  had  occurred  when  George  was  twenty-five. 
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TT^yS  Smears  o^.^'«'  "^^  P^^- 

Peel  w^  sSr      ^  *"*  ""'='«•  '^<=a»se  Samue 

as  "  SS'are*  ^«f  ^'''««'  P<^'  ">«  «"ne  thing 
^S3r'-a„?b^.r\f  hT^V^'*  ostentatious 

apDetites  anrf  )^.  ^o^»e  amved,  with  his  insatiable 

pe^S.b^toi''nuC2'°^r,^  °'  ''•'*=*'"^'  »"^ 
aU  the  time  vA„^„  r       '  ,*",**  J^'^y  garments.     And 

and^tS  t„l    ""^^  *  ^''^^  kept  his  head  S 
by  quarterly  insSwnt/w   J^ept  commg  ^  regularly 

from  sheer  priS^/5l^"^>«^**  «^5^d,  and  partly 

this  epoch  to  W  b^  Vt      ''"^l"'  ^'^  ""S'lt  at 
a  genffinS>,S:'^f  S^^,  ^^^^  ?««*-  with 
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dkh^l.^"***!  "i^^  worsened,  and  he  had  a  cheque 

t£?i.  ^«  M '°  ^.*  ''"*^*''  '*''  '"'l  '^'^e^  with  Ma? 
that  she  shouW  wite  to  old  Samuel  and  roundly  ask 

Is?  i°*  *"*"^'?  "'"P'''  °^  *»""**d-    They  combo«d 
weU,  and  convinced  themselves  so  completely  of  the 

mey  tooled  on  the  two  hundred  as  already  in  hand 
Hence  the  Heidsieck  night.  But  on  the  moLw  ofSw 
He.ds.eck  mght  they  thought  differently  ZdGeor« 
t^i^"?'-     ?\^'"  humiliated  by  ttie  Mty  If 

His  fears  were  justified. 


Ill 

ite7Z' fii*^  more  than  justified.    Three  mornings 

m!™™    ^^  '^"^'■'  *?  ^'^^  ^«  had  made  no  leplf 
Mary  received  a  second.    It  ran :  ^^ 

J'  ^^  MARY.-And  what  is  more,  I  shall  henceforth 
pay  you  three  hundred  instead  of  fi^e  hundred TSw 
tW  hTk*^  "°^.'"*?  *  P°^"'"">  *«^  himself  i?  ^  S 

S  Tarn  ^^\u^^-^  '"'''^^'y  y°"  """^t  «<=on^ 
^\  ,/™/^^®  ^^^'e  "*  room  for  economy  in  vour 

aSS^-    ^'^'"P^^'fo^^^tance.-Your'lff^ctC 
'  Samuel  Peel. 

"  P.S.—1  am,  of  course,  acting  in  your  best  interests 

"  S.  P." 

th.^  letterinfuriated  George,  so  much  so  that  George 
tte  younger,  observing  strange  symptoms  on  his  fXrt 
face,  and  strange  sounds  issuing  from  his  fathers  moutt 
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Jto^eatmgmoider  to  give  the  whole  of  hi..ttentio. 
"Champagiiel    What's  he  drivW  at?  "  eieUim-^ 

week  for  twenty  years."  ^"^ 

!.'  X*'''  *'''y  '^^'^  yo'«  tell  me  ?  " 

The  other  momiiui'? " 
"  Yes."  ^ 

woJi<?5'hIve''d'Sil?'^*  *"  """^  y°"-    ^t  «<«'' 
"What  good  would  it  have  done  I "  Georee  n. 
peated  m  accents  of  terrible  disdak   as  t3f  Z 

mieiugence.     (Yet  he  knew  quite  well  that  it  wonM 
for  moral  protection.    His  mother  m^lv  wk.Sj^m 

s:^in"t&.rid^n*"°."«^*'  onri;:^^t\™ 

newr  m  this  world  should  understand  grown-up  Deoole 
And  the  recumng  thought  made  himVg^Sr^ 
George  lapsed  mto  savage  meditatioi.    DnrL  all 

ri^k     w    u  *2  "^  ^"P*™'''  as  a  man,  to  his  struggW 
nvafe.    He  had  regarded  them  with  easy  toSlfw 

ro^°'^m*o^:*^h-    ^^^--hesawhim^lftSrg 
flown  among  them,  humiliated.    Evervthinir  seemed 

^  s^Sd'^'tS*"-    ThestudioandthfCLw^m 
wwe  sohd,    the  wavmg  trees  in  Regent's  Park  were 
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but  thev  l^,^  2  \  ?■         *^"'  »^^  solid  enouKh; 

the  second  had  rSdtSl  To  f,  *'**"'  *""""«•  "«» 
Even  Georg?,^S.Uttn  ?»  ri  '  """"?'  "'  **'='"«°°»- 
utterly  falhcio^^    fc  «ndTl  h"'"*"  "PP*"*** 

hundred  a  veaMb;  th^^        V  minimum  of  three 
possibtys?am.  "PP*'*  ""•*  I^P'*  «^ot 

said'h^  '^^  •*"  "**  '^^  this  kid  take^  out." 

Whereupon  Georgie  yelled 
of  ^tSn""""'  '  '*"^'*»  white-and-blue  young  thing 

garret  "^  tueir  wages.     I  ought  to  be  starving  in  a 

Me  ai^'^^tt^°2""T?  "•    It'*'"' like  him. 

thenlS  that  abfrH""-"/*  '?^'  "P^*  '^™-    And 

makeuSmtadaU^fV«fH^'''''T?  ^^  P^per-he'd 

"  hCm.       _.^  ^  *  sudden— I  know  him  so  weD  " 

up/of'"a'suS?oo^'^"    "I  shall  make  ^y^i 
^'  What  shall  you  do?  " 
fere's  one  thing  I  shan't  do,"  said  George. 
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"And  that  it,  atop  here.    Do  you  rediM,  my  >i 
that  we  shall  be  ahcolutely  up  a  gum-tree?  " 

"  I  should  have  thought  you  would  be  able—*' 
,     "Absolute   gum-tree!"   George   interrupted   he 
Simply  can't  keep  the  shop  open  I    To-morrow,  ni 
child,  we  go  down  to  Burtley." 
•  "  Who?  " 
"  You,  me,  and  the  infant." 
"  And  what  about  the  servants?  " 
"  Send  'em  home." 

"  But  we  can't  descend  on  uncle  like  that  withoi 
notice,  and  him  full  of  his  election !    Besides,  he's  cross. 
"  We  shan't  descend  on  him." 
"  Then  where  shall  you  go?  " 
"  We  shall  put  up  at  the  Tiger,"  said  George,  in 
pressively. 

"  The  Tiger?  "  gasped  Mary. 
George  had  meant  to  stagger,  and  he  had  staggered 
"  The  Tiger,"  he  iterated. 
"WithGeorgie?" 

"  With  George."  ~ 

"  But  what  will  uncle  say?  I  shouldn't  be  surprise! 
if  uncle  has  never  been  in  the  Tiger  in  his  life.  Yoi 
know  his  views — " 

"  I  don't  care  twopence  for  your  uncle,"  said  Geoig); 
again  implicitly  blaming  Mary  for  the  pectiliarities  o 
her  uncle's  character.  "  Something's  got  to  be  done 
and  I'm  going  *o  do  it." 

IV 

Twc  davs  later,  at  about  ten  o'clock  in  the  morning 
Samuel  Peel,  J.P.,  entered  the  market-place,  Bureley 
from  the  top  of  0  idcastle  Street.  He  had  walked  down! 
as  usual,  from  h  ;  dignified  residence  at  Hillport.  I( 
was  his  day  for  the  Bench,  and  he  had,  moreover,  a  lot  oi 
complicated  election  business.    On  a  dozen  hoardings 
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Peel.  who«  faSPtd  £^ft„?«^'^*'?^"'  '"^e  for 
for  a  century  and  ahalf  H  '*'*'  *"''  ^^'  '^trkt 
P«.te™  an7w,th^Se';  L^*„7"  Pfc"«>  with  thesi 
and  not « talJ  man,  with  ffi^u  „'?»*'"«•    A  slight 

He  lud  imposed  him»e&uL„|^^^^^  m  the  town. 

»tnctmoral8.««a8onabKiwl*^'^y«8"'ar  habits, 
«««r     He  had,  despite  ^tS^P?' ""* « »"<=«*«W 

town  on  that  fine  morning  With  .  ^*  *?*  *"'««d  the 
jauntmess.  And  citi3d!?i5  .»,  ^"rt?"  conquering 
He  mponded  with  b^^lj!"***' '"'"  «^"»  respect  aJIJ! 

Tiger.  he^TSt^reS  o^^^e!  ti^'^  "o^''-  the 
oftheTownHal],hesaw^oldP^  h  ^i  *"**™  Porch 
^l"m  with  a  peCbXor  5^'1h'»*"«PP~ach- 
ten^h"*  "nvoluntariJy  It  ^J^''  *''*  'Wht  made 
Then  he  recognized  his  r^JT  •"  .'*'"*^e  *Vht. 
blanched,  partly  frnm-  "'P'^'w-u- law.  And  h» 
partly  from  f^^  *'°'"  «<=«*'ve  as^aishmen?    bu? 

How  do.  unrk?  "  •  -J  ^ 
though  he  had  parted  froffv  ^*"«''  nonchalantly  as 
"  J"?t  hang  onTSfa^p™ ^™  !!  "^^ P«vious evi^in^ 

weep.  '^'^"P^*  of  the  perambulator*^  to 

^t  and  a  ceremonio^efe  Jfe  ?„.^"**'  ^  *  frock- 
over  his  spotless  boots  •  thlA     •  '^^  of  course)  soats 
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through  spectacles  at  the  loud  contents  of  the  pera 
bulator,  soon  e?ccited  attention  in  the  market-place 
Bursley.    And  Mr  Peel  perceived  the  attention. 

He  guessed  that  the  babe  was  Mary's  babe,  thoii 
he  was  quite  incapable  of  recognizing  it.  And  he  coi 
not  imagine  what  George  was  doing  with  it  (and  1 
perambulator)  in  Bursley,  nor  why  he  had  vanished 
swiftly  into  the  Tiger,  nor  why  he  had  not  come  c 
again.  The  whole  situation  was  in  the  acutest  degi 
mysterious.  It  was  also  in  the  acutest  degree  amazii 
Samuel  Peel  had  no  facility  in  baby-talk,  so,  to  trs 
quillize  Geoigie,  he  attempted  soothing  strokes  or  pi 
on  such  portions  of  Georgie's  skin  as  were  expos* 
•  Wtereapon  Geoiigie  shrieked,  and  even  dogs  sto6d  si 
and  lifted  noses  inquiringly. 

Then  Jos  Curtenty,  very  ancient  but  still  a  ws 
passed  by,  and  said : 

"  Hello,  Mr  Peel.  Truth  will  out.  And  yet  whc 
ha*  suspected  you  o'  being  secretly  married!  " 

Samuel  Peel  could  not  take  offence,  because  J 
Curtenty,  besides  being  old  and  an  alderman,  and  ; 
ex-Mayor,  was  an  important  member  of  his  electi 
committee.  Of  course  such  a  friendly  joke  from  1 
incurable  joker  like  Jos  Curtenty  was  all  right;  b 
supposing  enemies  began  to  joke  on  similar  lines— he 
he  might  be  prejudiced  at  the  polls!  It  was  absur 
totally  absurd,  to  conceive  Samuel  Peel  in  any  oth 
relation  than  that  of  an  tmcle  to  a  baby;  yet  the  mo 
absurd  a  slander  the  more  eagerly  it  was  believed,  ai 
a  slander  once  started  could  never  be  overtaken. 

What  on  earth  was  George  Peel  doing  in  Bursl( 
with  that  baby?  Why  had  he  not  announced  h 
arrival?  Where  was  the  baby's  mother?  Whe 
was  their  luggage?  Why,  in  the  name  of  reason,  hi 
George  vanished  so  swiftly  into  the  Tiger,  and  whi 
in  the  name  of  decency  and  sobriety  was  he  doing  : 
the  Tiger  such  a  prodigious  time? 


2^1 
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thatiSh?^»r  S!!^?""l"'  *^  production  of  yells 
tnat  might  have  been  heard  as  far  as  the  Wesleva^ 

Ihen  Mr  Duncalf,  the  Town  Clerk  went  bv  frnm  »,,•= 
private  office,  towards  the  ToJ^  HaU  and  «T£^ 

Sr^MTn*"'^',f  1  the  public  man  and  ^e  pemmb^! 
lator     Mr  Duncalf,  too.  was  a  bachelor. 

am^^TJV^'^^/y^  i°  "f  ^•^'»' •  *d  MrDuncalf. 

"  Well,  your  niece  and  her  husband,  of  course  " 

sufficiSv'co'i^^H'^'L^iK"'^^'*  ^  Peel.'withouT^ving 
sufficiently  considered  the  consequences  of  his  questi^ 

"Thev  w  %""  ""*  ^"S*"-"  «id  Mr  Duncalf. 
R.^n^*'^  n"P  '5*  yesterday  afternoon,  anyhow 
out  naturally  you  know  that."  «»"yuow. 

He  departed,  nodding.    The  baby's  extraorrfinor,, 

STbrhTH"'^.'  ^'^  seemed  SA4ow?ot^ 
him  blush  if  he  stood  near  it. 

.    Mr  Peel  did  not  gasp.    It  is  at  least  two  centuries 
since  men  gasped  from  astonishment.    CeSd^ 
Mr  Duncalf  with  those  careless  words  lud^^v 
knocked  the  breath  out  of  him.    Never.  nev^woS^ 
have  guessed,  even  in  the  wUdest  surmis^,  tZu^l^d 
her  husband  and  chUd  would  sleep  at  the  ST^The 
thought  um^amied  him.    What!    A  baby  at^^e  Tiirt 
k  J:^      "?.  ^  imagmed  for  a  moment  that  the  Tteer 
^  not  an  utterly  lespectable  hotel.    It  is,  alwa^  wS 
always  will  be.    Not  the  faintest  slur  had  eveSi^t 
upon  ite  hcence.    Still,  it  had  a  bar  and  a  toS  ^j 
mdubitably  people  drank  at  the  bar.     Wh^TproS 
nent  man  took  to  drink  (as  prominent  men  somS 
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?S'rl^'''^Sr'^°  Yo,.T'  "^'''  ''•^J^  "^Ping  into  t 

On  principle  Saiiuel^tf /,  A"     *    «*™^  ^°on 
-Phew  and  his  niec  JlSd  aSy^7i\tite 

floor  window  of  the  W^n^  hun  from  a  second 
implorinK  Georee  •  '•  n!  i        ''^  ~'^'*  ""^  ^^<^  Mar] 

uu  wnose  lamp  is  written  the  word  "  Billiards  " 

bo  soriy  to  have  troubled  vou   tmrip  '  R.,f  *i, 
wife  s  unwell    anrf  I'j  f   ""'"="  you.  uncle.    But  the 
wue^s  unweu.  and  Id  forgotten  something.    Asleep, 
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having  robbed  him  of  two  hundred  a  year.    And 
Samuel  felt  as  though  he  had  robbed  George  of  two 
hundred  a  year. 
j^^'j,But— but,"  asked  Samuel,  "  what  are  you  doing 

"  We're  stopping  here,"  said  George.  "I've  come 
down  to  look  out  for  some  work— modelling,  or  anything 
I  caii  get  hold  of.  I  shall  begin  a  round  of  the  man^ 
facturers  this  afternoon.  We  shall  stay  here  till  I  can 
find  furnished  rooms,  or  a  cheap  house.  It '1  all  up  with 
sculpture  now,  you  know." 

"  Why!  I  thought  you  were  doing  excellently. 
That  medal — "  ^ 

"  Yes.  Jn  reputation.  But  it  was  jast  now  that  I  ' 
wanted  money  for  a  big  job,  and— and— well,  I  couldn't 
have  It.  So  there  you  are.  Seven  years  wasted  But 
of  course,  it  was  better  to  cut  the  loss.  I  never  pretend 
that  things  aren't  what  they  are.  Mind  you,  I'm  not 
blammg  you,  unde.  You're  no  doubt  hard  up  hke 
other  people." 

..  ii'ri.^"'"'*'**'"  Samuel    began   stammering   again. 
Why  didn't  you  come  straight  .0  me— instead  of 

George  put  on  a  confidential  look. 

"The  fact  is,"  said  he,  "Maiy  wouldn't.  She's 
vexed.  You  know  how  women  are.  Iney  aever 
understand  things — especially  money  " 

"  Vexed  with  me?  " 

"  Yes." 

;*  But  why?  "    Again  Samuel  felt  hke  a  culprit. 
I  fancy  it  must  be  something  you  said  in  your 
letter  concerning  champagne." 

"It  was  only  what  I  read  about  you  in  a 
paper."  ' 

"  I  suppose  so.  But  she  thinks  you  meant  it  to 
msult  her.  She  thinks  you  must  have  known  perfectly 
well  that  we  simply  asked  the  reporter  to  put  cham- 
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JTtat'^'^''^  "  ^"^  ^"-^"^  v«y  flourishin, 

^  say?  >.  '"'='^°"«'    What  do  you  suppose  peopl 

you  w^ulS''  Tu  iTli'able"!'  f'^'^t    "  '  ^' 
Vnii'ii  fi-j  I,   *""„™*y  oe  able  to  do  what  I  can't 

You'd  better  come  too,"  said  Samuel 

to  her"'    '     ^'^  George.    "Suppose  yoa  cany  .Mm 
.       Samuel.  Xewtated,  aftef  ^dlda?  *  An^*  *i,      ^  ' 
procession  started  u^tTire  ^  ^^  ^^^^^ 

^  fo  two  hours  a  cab  was  taking  aU  the  Peels  to  Hill- 

describe   tn   w  t^     ■°^  *"^  barmaid  ceased  to 

sSSeSsamue?prir.n?   *^''   ^"^'""^ 
of  the  Tiger  wi^::Sti;LS|''-«  "^  ""^  ""^ 


"I  wish 
it  I  can't, 
id.    But  I 
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W^AW.;^''"*^  "''^"^'^    ^    occasional   limp 

owease.      Aldennan  Keats  had  begun  life  in  Han 

diagnosis  had  enchanted  him.lhS^^elrkd  tnh^! 
^iSS^trXlSef '^'^  *"  be'aSStd'd:Ss^°d.'1 
Sti  Jii  T^  ^f^^  "^'^  °^  distinction  to  be 
amicted  with  the  gout.    Quite  against  the  doctor^ 

KKfbSifa^d  •Sy^.^te^r'S^'^ 
^n  a  pale  little  00^^-^^;-^^/^°  ^,i^''« 

fe T^;'^"'''  *if ^*  «^'^^'  *"^«  right la^That 

he  turned  hnnself  mto  a  passable  iniitation  ofUie  fiae 

897 
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old  English  genUeman.    His  tone  altered  too  and 

wl»^    ^^."^  Cheeryble  philanthropy  and  a  sort 
S^E/,fT'y-    ^"ringanattickofg^ 

=nH  f.^1.  *  drawing-room  could  be  heard  in  the  kU?S 
sT,ri?^^!i:-    ^''^y  """^l^d,  however,  for  evem 

1 M^     t  ^""^  ^^^P^""  war  inseparable  from  sou 

£e*^J^  ''*^"  ?^  '^^  *^^t  1«»  to  the  revolver 
Stet?on?  ih^'  '"^K^'r  P'^^'^hient  in  the  w^^'of 

plex  and  h^vy.    He  had  imagined  aTevoW  ta  h." 
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tS  K^t*,*"  ^F^^^'f'  Joe  Keats,  the  ironmonger- 
i^  ,5  "^"^T  ^"^^"^  *t  him  as  if  he  were  a  fafa^ 
Joe  would  not  be  ceremonious,  and  could  nSt  be^' 
rected  because  he  was  a  relativ;.  and  "f  e Jud  a;e^^h 
the  alderman.  But  he  was  obliged  to  go  to  J(^KeTto 
as  Joe  made  a  speciality  of  cartridKes     lnw7r,hriA!l' 

"'  \jf^y^  /°*,'  ^  **"*  *°=»>e  cartridges." 

A  barker,    the  alderman  replied,  pleased  with  thi. 

°'f v^,f  P^ducing  the  revolver      ^  *^ 

.™„„  .k'*  ^^  -1°*'  "  y°"  '^on't  «>ean  to  say  you're 

"  Oh  I    No  reason  why  not  I    But  you  oueht  to  h. 

hat^tln'if '"™'"'  '^"'^  '^'  ''"^^^  *i"'  «^ 
"Every  man  ought  to  have  a  revolver." 

pocSi^pu't  i^K^  i^^t  ^'  '^  ^^'-^^  ^^ 

encounter  with  a  collier  who^L  dS^eni^  ^ 

msultmg  andsober  enough  to  be  dai^^WaW 
the  affair  afterwards  Alderman  K^ts  said-  * 

whip^STu?fciXo7-"^°'^'='-  ^'^ '  -- 

he  wa^S'^'"''*^y°*'^^«»°''*y°-«volver?  " 
"Never I  " 
"  And  it's  always  loaded?  " 

loadi^"*^'    ^^^'''^'^goodofaievolverifitisn't 


'  If 
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indubitably  imnrmiuvi        """^poctet.  fherevolvi 
Kout     PeAnJf S!!^  ^°^^'-  **  ^^^  to  match  tl 

scarcely  believe  me  b^tlwL        "^^n^tl^Mg-    You'll 
-not  U  shot  K I  m^  •' ""'  ^^  ^  ^^^"^^  fi«^ 
Aldennan  Keats  smiled  bluffly 

ta«ll=y  admitUd  that  he  mS  li       ' 

straw  m  the  dusk  behind  them  '°*^  °^ 

•'•  WM.  ■'""'*>  ™.bedded  in  there,"  said  he 
^,^/eU,    sazdBrmdley,  "that's  not  ^  bad.  that 
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do  S^h^l JTan"^  j"  *»"«  ^'^  Town,  who  could 

^rJ^i^  u-  ^'^J\  •??  1°°^^'  ^^  •>«  '<«»  spread 
apart   and  his  short-tailed  coat,  and  his  ceneral  bluff 

wf  w  f  f  *,'"'V8»»t  that  that  tran^nt  paUor 

had  been  caused  by  legitimate  pride  in  hieh-cIaM^e- 
volver-shooting     But  he  was  ^ng.    It   hadbj^n 

that  Alderman  Keats  had  never  before  dared  to  fire  the 
revolver  and  that  the  infernal  noise  and  the  ar  o^  his 
hand  (which  had  held  the  weapon  too  loosely)  had  riven 

He  had  offered  to  shoot  on  the  spur  of  the  moment 
without  due  reflection,  and  he  had  lir^  i^  a  womai 
"^\^T  ^^-  "  ^^  ^  P^  oi  the  most  h^S 
keyhole.    Indeed   at  first  he  was  inclined  to  believe 

i^^rI^^"l^*^P  !?"'*.  ^  '«*  *ffi"Jt  than  it  was 
reported  to  te  for  his  aim  had  been  entirely  caswl 

m.^r^®,!!r*"*^y'  "•^°"  «*  *hat  keyhole/-  S 
merely  be«i  boastmg  m  a  jccular  style.    However 

mTtJ^^"^  f-  ^"^^'y  caiTied^ith  h^m  rte 
alderman  s  reputation  as  a  perfect  Wild  West  shot. 

:^e  alderman  had  it  in  mind  to  practise  revolver- 
shootmg  «riously,  until  the  Keats  cSachnm  n^dTa 
discovery  later  in  the  day.    The  coachm^  slept  ov^ 

tXT^^X^A^^^,  ""^  °"  «°"«  "P  the  ladder  to  put 
2^  "^"f  ^°^-^^  perceived  a  hole  in  his  ceilfag 
^^  P  n  *f  °"  ^^'\°^  <=^^t.  The  window  had 
ITLTk  f  1^^-  ?^  alderman  had  not  only  failed 
Hnnw  ^  ''^^'"'u"'?/  i^"^"^  ""*  "^y  ^^iled  to  get  the 
tt'^otrfloor^  ^^'^'  *"  ^*  -^  P-^  -^^ '-^  "^ 

th.'^^'*  ^'^  T^^^^^  **  alderman.  This  proved  to 
the  alderman  that  the  active  use  of  a  revolver  incurred 
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S^ha^  wiiLS^  "te^is^r'^  -3^ 

post  and  hit  the  town  haU^nr i?  k  *''■*  ?™  **  •'»™ 
a  burglar  and  destr^  tSS^ni  u^  "J?*''*  ""^^  ''o" 

werenolm,it,toTlS^^^'„,^S,t''%';r"r    ^ 
never  to  shoot  anv  mnr.     u         And  so  he  resolve 

revolver;   b^fnia  oW  Eltl.r'^^f*"'  "^  '* 

and^hS!X^SaSj:r:iti  f^  "''^''-'="'- 
wns)  had  no7an  Est  fa  ?hf r  ^'f'**^*"  «d  thei 
the  architect,  had  s^  omat  ^wSe'haH  ^""*"?5' 
his  own  eyes     Some     "',™  ^'^*<='>  n*  had  seen  witl 

without  deJ^  as  a^Wd  tS**l  '^'  '^'1«™«« 

talked  about  a^.^^,       '^"""^  *'>°*''  but  othen 

tioned  ?hat  thefetli*s^ch\?H'>'  '""^.."''i^onty  meT 

It  was  the  monstrov^  JSe?  of 'Sfi,''  • '"^.  ^^"'^K'- 

duced  the  alderman  to  stal,H^,n   *^  ^'"onty  that  in- 

and  to  continurSkwTti"P,??°^y^°'-Ws revolver 

truth   about   the   da^aif,S^  i  ,*•     "'suppressed  the 

allowed  the  public  to  «r^!l  Sv"^'    *"*   deliberately 

that  he  had  aSat^th.  ^^uT"*'  "^^^  Brindley, 

through  it.  andKoSciJnce  :2tt"^**  ,f!f  ^  «»«^ 

But  that  wicked  traduwre  s1^„m  K."°At*  !^  'l«turbed. 

using  blank  cartridge  mldeS'^  '?"'*  ,*'>?*  l"*  had  Deen 

also  exacerbated  hTgoutZS^^^^ 

Joe  to  prove  that  he  had  nev^r  sin^"''  °°  ^^  "^""^ 

cartridge.  ^"^  *P*°'  a  penny  on  blank 

regular  revolver  pTactK?^,^  ^^^  ^"  '^  ""^  '" 
cartridges;  and  so  he  h?d  t«  ^  ■'^"^^  P'^^'"""  ^w 
«iared  not  em,3oy  thlie  caArfit^"'  *  ^*°^^-  ^ow  he 
to  make  a  no&  IRs^^'^J^^  ^^^  ^e  wished 

to  buy  bla4  cartriS^XfSThe  fe^  ^^^ 
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e««fly  doe.  news  travel  there,  and  so  easOy  are  reputa- 
tton.  blown.    Hence  it  happened  that  Aldeman  fi 

r.^.,  ♦         ^  ''^i*'  ""^y  *  "'"'<J  "nan  ^  driven  in 
ti^  ni^**  '!!f*']T.  ??•'''«*«  the  renown  of  being  a  dog  o^ 

,^  1*"*M  ^^  ^^^  "'  P«"°"»  "»*<1  to  hear  the  b^k- 
t..g  of  the  alderman's  revolver  in  his  stable-yard,  and  the 
cumulative  effect  of  these  noises  wore  do\n,  i„y 
and  mcredulity     And,  of  course,  having  once  begun"o 
practae,  the  alderman  could  not  decemiy  cea^^e 
ateurd  situation  endured.    And  a  coral  reef  of  baS 
Mrtndges  might  have  appeared  on  the  surface  of  Birches 
•Pond  had  It  not  been  for  the  visit  (at  enormous  expense! 
of  Hagentodfs  ten  tiger,  to  the  Hanbridge  iS      ' 
t,.ll\«t  '^- '  If^h-nL^king  in  the  history  of  music 
han  fflterpnse  m  the  Five  Towns,  coincided  with  the 
annual  venison  feast  of  a  society  known  as  Ye  Anci««t 
Gyration  of  Hanbridge,  which  society  had  T^. 
nection  whatever  with  the  real  rate-levying  corporation, 
«1^  amP'***  o^^elaborate  machiieiy  toTdi^^: 
tteTff^v  **K™^-  ^'*,*''  ""t^raJ'y.  ^  prominent  in 
fhL  h!  r  °^'?*  venBon  feast.    Nobody  was  better  fitted 
than  he  to  be  m  the  chair  at  such  a  solemnity,  and  in  the 
chair  he  was,  and  therein  did  wonderful  things.    In 

^^f /^  v-^^.  ^rl"  •*"  'P"''*  ^°'  half  an  hoS  con" 
ceramg  the  Kmg  s  diplomacy,  witu  a  reference  to'royal 
gout,  which  was  at  least  unusual.  And  then,  when  the 
i^  rJl^L  ^''7"'=«'^'  he  uprose,  ignoring  the  toast  list, 
Vn.^f  T.?^*o  assembled  company  to  drink  to  Old 
Englaiid  and  Old  Port  for  ever,  and  a  fig  for  gout  I  And 
after  this,  amid  a  genial  informality,  the  conversarion 

«-otS"*  ?l  "Tf*  **  ^^^  ^^^^  «'"<i  of  the  table  de- 
viated to  the  noble  art  of  self-defence,  and  so  to  re- 

^^.A  ^  ^''l  alderman,  joUy  but  stiU  aldermanic, 
^o^ced  hK  revolver,  proving  that  it  went  even  with 
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"Look  here  "wud  one.    "  Ig  it  loaded?  " 

"  Sir'^r -^  ",*''  ^  alderman 
Ball  cartridge?  " 

"  W.if'^'i>'''  *•>*  alderman. 
Pocket-iitr,n  ♦k'^"  .mind  putting  it  back  in  y, 
pocket-wth  all  tliM  wwe  anrfwhisky  about-"  ^ 

Jie  alderman  complied,  proud 

would  have  supposed  the      fteVt  v   ^       '       *"" 

The  roaring  grew  terrific. 
asked"ra°*r"  """^'  ^'^"--  K-ts?  " 

'•"  Oh'i""f  ^  the  alderman.  "  I  haven't." 
ingit??;oro^I;^^so;j^te^M-youshow- 


m  \ 
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.T^  »l<*wn>an  hesitated. 
••  «      °«?"?^'   '  *"  ^'setting." 
«id  £eCSi"  *°  '•>•  P-'->-  -ute  or  «,,  .• 

W^J^Vi^  K      •  J^?  *''*  watchman,  and  the  watchman 

'•'•  ^u^°^  "^  '^  '*'*  loaded." 
"  iTJIiJ'"'"  «,»*«  <*apl  "  Joe  Keats  put  in. 
Ito^t,    muttered  the  aldennaa.      ^ 

custom^  tnrf-    '^*^*"'*  watchman,  who  was  ac- 
customed to  revolvers.    And  he  opened  it     "  vJT^' 
glanong  mto  it.  "  ifs  loaded  right '^^h"         ^^ 
awf  JrfoS***  *"»y  '«'^  '"-^'O'  thelound  of  the 

nnin^!  H****  have  saw  1  his  reputation  by  aUowinjj  the 
But  He  liad  a  conscience.    A  clear  consrien«.  »,.  kL 

the  combatants  by  means  of  a  bumiS^sX^*^ 

i^A^  °^^  *"*•    ^**  th«  curioTth^ ^hat 
Alderman  Keats  never  again  mentioned^  goS^  *'"'* 
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T  AMES  PEAKE  and  his  wife,  wd  Enoch  Lovatt  h 

.      the  architect,  were  just  finishing  the  usual  ^t^VrX 
a«ht  game  of  solo  whist'in  t^SffZmofS 

teev  ']^"',f*  ™P°^'  ti-anLiqu^sub^o 
K  ^sat^f i*'  ^^ty-Vf^-oW  daughter  of  th, 
ht^A  ?*\T«*<™g  m  an  arm-chau-  by  the  fire  whicl 

Peake  "ZiTttT^A*  °"  y°"  ^'>-'^^-  Lovatt."  said 
Wi's^m,^*""^*^  easy  laugh,  as  he  mioned  up 
J-ovatt  s  counters.  Enoch  Lovatt's  principles  and  th!^ 
pronunence  of  his  position  at  the  BuSlv^e,S^ 

Jwh.  '»»,  fster-m-Iaw's  house,  absolutely  fOTtedf 
that  he  shouU  pky  for  money,  and  so  it^  aWs 
understood  that  the  banker  of  the  party  SdbThL 
fiM^oer  supplj^  hi^  ^th  count^Ld  t^£^ 
chances  of  gam  or  toss.  By  this  kindly  and  iSom 
arrangement  Enoch  Lovatt  1«^s  enabled  to  S'^^ 

woSdW^SV^^  ^'"^  thatl^'sttTf^ 
woriojmws  which  the  weekly  vis  t  to  Peake's  alwavs 

you,    said  Peake.       Lova^.  we've  had  a  go^  night ; 
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Jliank  you,  James,"  said  Mrs  Peat^     ..  irn 

C^mZ'H'^'"'-  *  grasping  little  vixen,  that's  what  you  are 
A  ^u"  *u^.  '^^'^  ^^*«<l  his  cigar,  Ella  furtively  intrn 

failureTh^'&o^'^^eU  ™°"'^  '^^  ^  ^"^'^ 

was  SiJiS^  S?""''  "'^"^  ""^  *  «•»•    It 

"  No.    Get  away." 

"  I'll  give  you  change." 

"ph!  take  it."  he  yielded,  "and  begone  with  v,. 
and  nng  for  something  to  drink  "  -     ^  ' 

«♦»..  "^  "*  *  •*"**•  pa'  "  she  said,  kissing  him     -Hi^ 
other  two  men  smiled.  •^^uig  aim.     ine 

"  Let's  have  a  tune  now,  Ella,"  said  Peake  after  «h<. 
had  rung  the  bell.  The  girl  dutifully  safdW  to  Se 
pano  and  sang  " The  ChUdren's  Home."  It  J^  r*J^t 
whidi  always  touched  her  father's  heart    "  '^  *  «^ 

Peake  was  in  one  of  those  moods  at  once  eav  and 
«m.e  which  ai^  possible  only  to  successf  Jrd^i:,^ 
moi  who  have  consistently  worked  hard  without^/ 
nHtog  toe  faculty  for  pleasure  to  deterio^te  t£oS 
dBuse.    He  was  devoted  to  his  colliery,  and  hHX 
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raercial  acuteness  was  scarcely  surpassed  in  the  Five 

JnJ^fi^  he  had  always  found  time  to  rmuse  himself; 

and  at  fifty-two,  with  a  clear  eye  and  a  perfect  digestion 

his  appreciation  of  good  food,  good  wiTe.  a  goodlZ 

a  fine  horse,  and  a  pretty  woman  was  unimpaired.    On 

!h3^^  happmess  was  special;  he  had  returned  in 

the  afternoon  from  a  week's  visit  to  London,  and  he  was 

gkd  to  get  back  again.    He  loved  his  wife  and  adored 

frli^^fr'  "!■  ^  °^  ^y-  »»<!  he  enjoyed  the 

!t!^l***""^**"=**'"°'P'^^'«<'^his  fine  new  house  with 

exactly  the  same  zest  as,  on  another  evening,  he  might 

have  enjoyed  the  blue  haze  of  the  biUiardT^m  at^e 

Conservative  Club.    The  interior  of  the  draX"oom 

reahzed  very  well  Peake's  ideals.    It  was  S  ^ft 

two  magnificent  wmdows,  practicably  comfortable  and 

^pre^ntious.    Peake  despised,  or  mther  he  iS.red.S 

HiKliu^'''''^'?  ^^  ™"  ^'""gh  fashionable 
^f^^  f^  ^  mfectious  fever,  ruthle4ly  decimating 
«rJ^^  ^^l,*^*"*  mahogany  and  its  floriferouf 
h^^,       w^-pape«.    That  the  soft  thick  pile  mider 

wJt\^'"^^7'^  ^°'  ^^^y  y«*".  ^d  that  Sie 
m^^  incandescent  mantles  on  the  chandelier  saved 
ttirty  per  cent,  in  gas-bills  whUe  increasing  the  light  by 
fifty  per  cent.:   it  Avas  these  and  simikf  facts  S 

room,  m  which  every  ob  ect  spoke  of  soKd,  unassum^ 
uxuiy  and  represented  the  best  value  to  be  ^3 

Zu'^°''VL.!^t  "^  '^^^•l'  °f  a  Saturday  Sght 
nothmg  better  than  such  a  room,  a  couple  of  Lckf  o 
cards,  and  the  pr^ence  of  wife  ^d  child  a^dKwo 
SS^r^""^'  ^""y**  ^"^  Lovatt-safe  men  bo^ 
rpi^^t  *ef,  over-and  on  Lovatt's  account  play 

?oSf  1^  ""^I  ^r.'^  **Sacity  and  an  intimate  and 
rS  .•^°'^''*^.*  °*  circumstance  not  to  be  foundin 
combmation  anywhere  outside  a  small  industrial  town. 
To  listen  to  Sneyd  and  Mrs  Peake.  when  each  sought  to 
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STfaJo™'  °J^f  "i,*?'^  *  g«n?alogy.  was  to  learn 
tne  history  of  a  whole  community  and  the  secret 
spring  of  the  actions  which  constituted  its  evolution 
Haven  t  you  any  news  for  me?"  asked  Peake 
durmg  a  ,«use  m  the  talk.  At  the  same  momentSfe 
d^r  opened  and  Mrs  Lovatt  entered.  "Eh,  Aunde 
Lovatt  he  went  on,  greeting  her,  "we'd  given 
^n  Z,^""  Lovatt  usuaUy*"  visited  the  Pe^k^ 
husband'        ^''^'"^'  ''"*  she  came  later  than  her 

IT  '1  ^^'  ^^^  ^  T^  ^^^  ^°  <=°'ne  and  see  you  to-nieht 
Unde  Peake,  after  your  vis't  to  the  great  city  Well* 
you^  lookmg  bonny."  She  shook  hands  ^th IS 
M^rmly  her  face  beammg  goodwill,  and  then  she  kissed 

^Jn  V  "^'/  '^^  ^^■'  '^^  *°'<^  Snevd  that  she  had 
seen  him  that  mommg  in  the  market-place. 

Mrs  Peake  and  Mrs  Lovatt  differed  remarkably  in 
character  and  appearance,  though  this  did  not  prevent 
them  from  bemg  pa^ionately  attached  to  one  wiother. 
W  ^r   7^  smaU  and  rather  plain;  content  to  be 
her  husband's  wife,  she  had  no  activities  beyond  her 
awn  home.    M«  Peake  was  tall,  and  strikingly  hand- 
wme  m  spite  of  her  fifty  years,  with  a  brillLitTom- 
plexion  and  hair  still  raven  black;  her  energy  was  ex- 
haustless   and  her  spirit  indomitable;    she  was  the 
movmg  force  of  the  Wesleyan  Sunday  School,  and 
there  was  not  a  man  m  England  who  could  have  driven 
her  against  her  wiU,    She  had  a  fortune  of  her  own 
Enodi  Lovatt  treated  her  with  the  respect  due  to  an 
equal  who  had^ore  than  once  proved  herself  capable 
of  insistmg  on  mdependence  and  equal  rights  in  the 
most  pugnacious  manner.  ^         -o 

"  Well,  auntie,"  said  Peake,  "  I've  won  eleven  and 
fourpence  to-mght,  and  my  wife's  collared  it  aU  from 
me.      He  laughed  with  glee. 

"Eh,  you  should  be  ashamed!"  said  Mre  Lovatt 
embracmg  the  company  in  a  glance  of  reproof  which 
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ttp*«fr,w*  f"  ^5*^  ^'^"-  She  was  a  Methodist  o 
stwd  "?.  IM  hi;."  husband  lutppened  to  be  chape 
siewara  if  i  had  my  way  with  those  cards  I'd  scJm 
pky  with  them;  I'd  play  with  them  at  th^  Sck  ofIS 
Un;i.  tTu^""  S'"  "^^^^  ^"^  "^^  ^hen  I  came  ii 
«■«  >  w '•  "^"^  **y  *°'<J  y°"  about  the  new 
""^l    y««  quite  fuU  of  it  at  our  house." 

♦„M  K^  J     *?*  ""^^  reproachfuUy.    "  You  haven't 
told  hmi,  Enoch—nor  you.  Nan?  " 

Mrs'Se.  "^  '""''^  '*  "*''''  '°*'''''^  ™y  •^'^'J'"  «id 

»niJlT^K'  ""^^  ^'^''•"  M"  Lovatt  began,  "we're 
going  to  W  a  new  organ  for  the  Confere^'." 

a  Wf  4     ^     **  i* '  wanted."  said  Peake.    "  I  do  like 
m»i    ^'^u- """'^  t*  ^"^'=*'  *"<1  Best  himself  cou^dn^? 
^'  T^r*?if  °^  ^^*  "'"^  ^^^^^^  ^«'^e  got  now." 
Ml.  w1SkedTa?tty."'^°""'"'''°"**'*«P«'■'" 
<'.'  A  ^*^  there  last  Sunday  morning." 

.we.tfyonS"  *"'*■  ''"''^  ^^^''^"  She  smiled 
^Pn^***"^  r^'  °"*'  °^  *^*  worldlings  who.  in  a  relirious 
aisi  society.  He  rented  a  pew,  and  he  was  ni-v^r 
remi^  m  despatdiing  his  wife'and  daughter Tfoccupv 
t     He  imagmed  that  his  belief  in  lie  faitHf  hfe 

it'tTon'taT^'"'  "^-^y  reference  to  Su^'a^d 
saJvat  on  made  him  exceedingly  restless  and  uncom- 
fortable. He  could  not  conceive  himself  crown^  ^d 
harpmg  m  Paradise,  and  yet  he  vajraelv  q,iI3Z?<.w 
in  the  last  result  he  would  Lrive  aXfe^S  stiS 
wafted  thither  by  the   oravpr^  nf  >,£  .  ?*^ 

Logical  in  all  else.  L  ^'s  u^i'^Ti^-  in~Sude 
Sr '^St  f±"^-^  attitide^hich'amo^*^??: 
i'^l^paniL^^^ffiie''^  '*^'  ''"*  ""^  ^^  -'* 
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3" 
__  What  about  this  organ?  " 

as  quick  as  you  olease  at  th,.  t     *      .  ^  arranged 

We  rTdlv  ronJH^r  1  *  "^^  '"•'*'  '>a^«  that  organ, 
one  S  at  5J  &"""  *°  ?°^  "P  ^t^*  *h«  "W 
thefSswechth^Sl'^'V^"".*  y"  remember 
last  SXcf  d  t  n^:^^"lT  V^^^   \''  '""^ 

^^s;eo-ti.?^nCFf^"^^^ 

sewn  n,,f  „f  !t         •  ,     *•    N°^'  would  you  believe 

rwSiX^^rti&if  p™-"^^ 

splendid  I"  '""""g"     i    think    that  was   just 

at  thXoTf"ii'  'f  ^^  P^^'^^'  genuinely  amazed 
sibLribe?s?''  °'  '^°"^  ^*^*y-     "Who^-^  the 

unconSirpride"'  ^""^  ^"^«'  ''"•««>'-  ^ut  with 

"  And  I'm  another,"  said  Mrs  Lnvatt     ••  nio.„ 
I  should  have  been  aiiamed  oPmyS  if  I  faSf'f  re- 
sponded to  such  an  aoDeal     V™,  ^1,  u    *  ^*" 
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api^^  nS^f '/  Brother^they're  giving  a  hundred 

^I  J^h  A  ^''*"*  ^}^'^«  ^*  Randolph  Sneyd. 

with  „I?    "'^''  *^  P^y  *•'**'  ^"^^^  fi"t,"  4id  Pekke 
with  sudden  savageness.  *^c*wc, 

tere^tS'^nHi*^  •'^^''*'  ^  «"PP<«e? "  said  Sneyd,  in- 
terwted,  and  leanmg  over  towards  Peake. 

least    I  h^^^  '^f"  'i^^'"  ^'^^^  ^^  testily.     "  At 

"  R„;  Ik     ?*  "**'     *"''  ''«  «a^  a  short,  griin  laueh 

But  they're  uncommon  slow  payers.     I  Wt  'em  ii 

a'^dfirlid  "w  r^  last'^L'-thrrLndr^ 
Kriber?^'^  '  *"""^'  "^^"'^  "'e  ninth  ««»>- 

«mf K^'.*')*^t  **  P^'nt,"  said  Enoch  Lovatt.    "  The 
nmth  isn't  forthcoming." 

••  wJ  w^^Ji'^i*  looked  straight  at  her  sister's  husband. 
,f^^t  y?"  to  be  the  ninth,"  she  said. 

humou^'in  thfsuSi"'"''''  ^""^^  *  ''■'"'' 
"  v™^*"'  ''"*  ^  "^^"  "'"  ^^"^  I-ovatt  insisted  earnestly 

"  Yes,"  said  Lovatt,  "  it  was." 
rive  ^=^°^^  T^"  *°  *^y  as  they  thought  as  I  'ud 

SdP^J^     '^•"'^  f^"^^  *°**^'*^  th'  new  organ?  " 
said  Peake,  droppmg  into  dialect 

••  I  shif  ^  FrL?'*r't^,^''  ^°^"'  *»«'  spirit  roused. 

.. /^'    ■^-'^h  will.    Why  not  you?  " 

,_  Oh,  you're  different.  You're  in  it." 
hnM  Jl°"  *^  u'^^"?'  ^''^t  you're  one  of  the  richest  pew- 
hrfdws  m  he  chapel.  What's  a  hundred  poundto  ^u? 
Nothmg,  M  ,t,  Mr  Sneyd?  When  Mr  Cooi^er  nnr 
supenntendent  mi„ister,'^n,e„tioned  it  to  S^^^day 
I  told  hrni  I  was  sure  you  would  consent  "  ^"'^™*y' 
You  did?  " 

"  I  did,"  she  said  boldly 

"  WeU,  I  shanna'." 

Like  m.ny  warm-hearted,  impulsive  and  generous 
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men,  James  Peake  did  not  care  th^t  i. 

should  be  too  posit^^y  L^ed  V"'*'^'""""'^ 
^ranted  was  the^orest  wav^fTt-  T°  .^a^e  it  for 
pity  was  that  Mnl^yJtVtCt^'^^  "•  The 
the  amelioration  of^^e  wo«h^-.  **  n°*  ^''  ''^  ^<» 
had  overlooked  thisT^  pl^?  **  ^'^^J'  Chapel, 
His  wife  threw  a  swift  rilnceat^'lf  ""T^'  ^'^  fis- 
her father's  chair  Md~"vil^*'  '^^"^'^'^^  behind 

innSt^S^ortSr^T^^ 

moved  from  t^ iS^  .^  °      "T'  u*  °"^  ^"  «" 
owner  was  f^quSty'cotfS^  ^  "^^  ^''^  -"^- 

favouJitrpS^iTsSj^s'Tii'^^i;'   ^--'^ 

without  a  faint  s«:ret^nnm  ^f*^*  "^^'^  heard 

of  your  mind  yorSeaTfo^^'';.  ^*  '*>«  bottom 

yo»i  duty  to  doV'^d  yor^%5r?f-  ."'^ 
persuade  you."  ^      ^"'     ***"  ^^  'et-  them 

"^J^t.thee  a  shilling  I  don't." 

both'  ^^yoT'^Safl  ^^"'  "  ^'^  «bamed  of 
^-^^•tC  flfH^    ;>^^^  on  any 

mid2l?  S?ui?reutrSt^d1?-1  "*  ^'^  ^^^^^  -  the 

invariaky^iXd^KemL'tTl^"'^  ^"^ 
an  argument.  "cmeanour  m  the  presence  of 
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"Now.  Naa,  you'U  talk  to  James,"  said  Mrs  Lovatt 
^en  they  aU  stood  at  the  frontslW  biddi^^^. 

^1.- J  ^*^'  ^'T1  "°*'**^  *°  ^  "^^^  it."  Mn  Peake  re- 
plied, as  quiddy  as  at  dinner  she  might  have  set  down 
a  very  hot  plate  In  some  women  profound  affection 
exists  side  by  side  with  a  nervoui  dread  lest  that 


gl 


II 

^t^n  lif"?^''  fT.*^  "^'^  ^  grotesque  the  sug- 
gestion that  he  should  contribute  a  hundred  pounAi 
to  the  organ  fund;  it  revolted  his  sense  of  the  fitness  of 
things;  the  next  morning  he  had  entirely  forgotten  it 
But  two  days  afterwards,  when  he  was  finking  his  mid- 
day dmner  with  a  piece  of  Cheshire  cheese,  his  Wife  said  • 
J  ^^',^^^^y°"  tJiougtt  anything  more  about  that 
organ  affair?  ■•    She  gave  a  timid  litde  laugh 

He  looked  at  her  thoughtfully  for  a  moment,  holding 
a  morsel  of  cheese  on  the  end  of  his  knife;  then  heite 
the  cheese  m  silence. 

"1,"^^'"  u^  ^^-  **  ^"^^^  ^»tJ»er  deliberately, 
have  they  been  trying  to  come  round  you?  Because 
It  won  t  work.  Upon  my  soul  1  don't  know  what  some 
people  axe  dreammg  of.  I  teU  you  I  never  was  more 
surprised  i  my  life  than  when  your  sister  made  that 
suggestion.  1 11  give  'em  a  guinea  towards  their  bloom- 
ing crgan  if  that's  any  use  to  'em.  Ella,  go  and  see  if 
the  horse  is  ready. 

"  Yes,  father." 

He  felt  genuinely  aggrieved. 

"If  they'd  get  a  new  organist,"  he  remarked,  with 
ferocious  satu-e.  five  minutes  later,  as  he  lit  a  cigar 
and  a  new  chou'— I  could  see  summat  ia  that." 
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In  another  minute  he  was  driving  at  a  fine  na»»  ♦«. 
ward,  hi,  colliery  at  Toft  End.    The  ho^tiC^ 

1 1  tlie  ,3ood  for  badinage. 

=.  u^'^^"",t^  ^°'^  *•?*  ^  "'*°  Shawport  he  overtook 
a  lady  walking  very  dowly. 

wh«*!S?»?"i"r'u  1"'  ?'l°"**"'  ^  astonishment,  and 
when  he  had  finished  with  the  tense  frown  which  in- 
volmitanly  accompamed  the  effort  of  stopping  the  horse 
d^d  withm  its  own  length,  his  face  Eed  into^ 
beautiful  smile     "  How's  this?  "  he  questioned. 

Our  mares  gone  lame,"  Mrs  Sutton  answered, 
^das  Im  bound  to  get  about   I'm   bound   to 

He  descended  instantly  from  the  dogcart. 

to  go  to^**  "^'"  ***  ^^' "  *"^  *^  "*  *'**'*  y°^  ^*"' 

"  Nay,  nay." 
the  d^^  "P'"  •>«  repeated,  and  he  helped  her  into 

"  'VeU"  she  said,  laughing,  "  what  must  be,  must 
I  was  .rudgmg  home,  and  I  hope  it  isn't  out  of  your 
way.  ' 

...  "il^^'K'.^^  ^^-    "^'"'  f"'  Toft  End. -and  I 
should  have  dnven  up  Trafalgar  Road  anyhow  " 

Mrs  Sutton  was  one  of  James  Peake's  ideals  He 
worshipped  this  smaU  frail  woman  of  fifty-five  whose 
soft  eyes  were  the  mirror  of  as  candic'  a  soiJ  as  was  ever 
prisoned  m  Staffordshire  day.  More  than  forty  years 
ago  he  had  gone  to  school  with  her,  and  the  remem- 
brance of  having  kissed  the  pale  girl  when  she  was  crying 
over  a  broken  slate  was  still  vivid  in  his  mind  Fm 
r^'arly  half  a  century  she  had  remained  to  him  exacUv 
that  swne  ethereal  girl.  The  sole  thing  about  her  that 
puzzled  him  was  that  she  should  have  found  anything 
attractive  in  the  man  whom  she  allowed  to  marry  her-- 
Alderman  Sutton,     In  all  else  he  regarded  her  as  an 
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balm  orSw^^she  wo.?h'  k""*"  "l^^-  ">« 
thieves  on  CaW  lid  "  k  ^^,*«'«>«»  ^  two 
of  a  di^e  ^mK^'"*  ''^  ""=  bounteou.  instinct 

n^irit  3h^rss?  fSt'fnS:  i;*"p'^ 

mechanam  into  an  urtt^L  l^J  "^*  Physical 
"ipernatural!"  AcSrS  t^  e^S?  zKT*  ill""'* 

What  about?  " 

sionlt^Taiffei^^fiS^  fS!?'"  ""^  T"'  -">  P^ 
you  know  rT^ot  o^ofl^hifr^'J-    You  knowing 

should  tl^ylSc  meT  \^,°"i  to.t^e  chapel  lot.  Why 
Why^oJJi:^ve"Sth?;'lLS°'?'**  tbey  come  to  me? 
a  ^n^il^.'  "  *'^*  "^^P^ated  the  word,  smilimr     "  You'«. 
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"Ah I"  he  munnured,  and  then  paused.  "We 
aren't  aU  like  you,  Mrs  Sutton.  I  wish  to  God  \ve  were 
But  senously,  I'm  not  for  giving  that  hundred;  it's 
against  my  grain,  and  that's  flat— you'll  excuse  me 
speaking  plain." 

"  I  like  it,"  she  said  quickly.    "  Then  I  know  where 
I  am. 

"No,"  he  reiterated  firmly,  "I'm  not  for  giving 
that  hundred."  ^ 

1  •  1,^*°  ^  "  ^^^  *°  "y  ^'™  »ony."  sl»e  returned 
kmdiy.  The  whole  scheme  will  be  ruined,  for  it's 
one  of  those  schemes  that  can  only  be  carried  out  in 
a  particular  way— if  they  aren't  done  on  the  inspiration 
of  the  moment  they're  not  done  at  all.  Not  that  I 
care  so  much  for  the  organ  itself.  It's  the  idea  that 
was  so  grand.  Fancy— nine  hundred  pounds  all  in 
a  minute;  such  a  thing  was  never  known  in  Burslev 
Chapel  before  I " 

"  Well,"  said  Peake,  "  I  guess  when  it  comes  to 
the  pmch  they'll  find  someone  else  instead  of  me." 

"  They  won't;  there  isn't  another  man  who  could 
afford  it  and  trade  so  bad." 

Peake  was  silent;  but  he  was  inflexible.  Not  even 
Mrs  Sutton  could  make  the  suggestion  of  this  sub- 
scnption  seem  other  than  grossly  unfair  to  him,  an 
imposition  on  his  good-nature. 

"  Think  it  over,"  she  said  abruptly,  after  he  had 
assisted  her  to  alight  at  the  top  of  Trafalgar  Road. 
"  Think  it  over,  to  oblige  me." 

"  I'd  do  anything  to  oblige  you,"  he  replied.  "  But 
I'll  tell  you  this  "—he  put  his  mouth  to  her  ear  and 
whispered,  half-smiling  at  the  confession.  "  You  call  me 
a  generous  man,  but  whenever  that  organ's  mentioned 
1  feel  just  like  a  miser— yes,  as  hard  as  a  miser.  Good- 
bye! I'm  very  glad  to  have  had  the  pleasure  of 
driving  you  up."  He  beamed  on  her  as  the  horse 
shot  forward. 
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Perience.    He  gXllvEm"!'"'^  disturbing  e 
of  that  mysteriouTTrJ  °^<=?'ne  conscious  of  the  pow 

which  i,  ffi7ub^c  Son""  Hf '"'  ™°^'^^°" 
friends  and  acquLt  W^nLtl^"   -.r  J'""'*^  ' 

on  the  question  ofThroi^^tu'SSfpUoT"'^''^*  ^ 
hun.  even  to  the  Rev  Mrfvl;  '^V  ?'  Theyvisite 
admired  as  1«4«  ••no^PXJ*'"""  ^''.^'^. 
him),  and  argueTauieHv^*!,  ""*  P^""  abou 
left  W  with*^he  IS^Sce  S'/t  ^"'"'^y;.  *»'*  «>« 
sense  of  what  was^nro^^uV^**  ^^^V  '^^  on  hij 

mdig^t  at  thTSine^aulcr^lTh'"^"^ 
cowardly,  unscrupulous;  it  r2^Liif\''?°"«*'*  " 
He  felt  most  acutdy  thai  no  o„f^"i  ^  bngandage. 
mand  from  him  ttat  h^dre^  ^  '^y  ^^^  tode- 
who  did  so  SlS^lsed  one  nf?!!"*^'  *"**  ^^^  "»ey 
which  govem^^tt:^*^^*'*"^ , ""written  lav^ 
gressors  were  his  friends  »n^'  J  I  ^  *™»»- 
respect  in  yea«  W  Saf i  ffu  1^^  ¥^  *»"«»  his 

this.'Ie  ha'd-fX  to  perSe  thft*'°"  '"^  '^P^V 
of  the  ninefold  orffim  f^ThV  ^  *5*  grandiose  idea 
sessed  the  im^Snl^f  tt  wT**'  *"'*'■  ^^^  ob- 
and  that  und«  the^^wL^ed  ^.^^.."mn.unity, 
were  capable  of  ar«n7^°:  .?"**"=  stimulus  they 
ordina^^ves  ^  ''*"**  diiierently  from  th^ 

no  means  defeated.   "^  F^y  tS^^J^- g 
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wife  that  he  should  go  to  lee  a  cuatomer  at  Blackpool 
about  a  contract,  and  probably  remain  at  the  leaiide 
for  the  week-end.  Accustomed  to  these  sudden  move- 
ments, she  packed  his  bag  without  questioning,  and  he 
set  off  for  Knype  station  in  the  dogcart.  Once  behind 
the  horse  he  felt  safe,  he  could  breathe  again.  The 
customer  at  Blackpool  was  merely  an  excuse  to  enable 
him  to  escape  from  the  circle  of  undue  influence. 
Ardently  desiring  to  be  in  the  train  and  on  the  other 
side  of  Crewe,  he  pulled  up  at  iiis  little  order-office  in 
the  market-place  to  give  some  instructions.  As  he 
did  so  his  clerk,  Vodrey,  came  rushing  out  and  saw 
him. 

"  I  have  just  telephoned  to  your  house,  sir,"  the 
clerk  said  excitedly.     "  They  told  me  you  were  driving 
to  Knype  and  so  I  w\i  coming  after  you  in  a  cab." 
"  Why,  what's  up  now?  " 

"Eardley   Brothers   have   called   their   crediton 
together." 
"What?" 

"  I've  just  hdd  a  circular-letter  from  them,  sir." 
Peake  stared  at  Vodrey,  and  then  took  two  steps 
forward,  stamping  his  feet. 

"The  devil!"  he  exclaimed,  with  passionate 
ferocity.    "The  devil  I" 

Other  men  of  business,  besides  James  Peake,  made 
similar  exclamations  that  morning;  for  the  collapse  of 
Eardley  Brothers,  the  great  earthenware  manufacturers, 
who  were  chiefly  responsible  for  the  ruinous  cutting  of 
prices  in  the  American  and  Colonial  markets,  v:z^  ao 
ordinary  trade  fiasco.  Bursley  was  staggered,  especi- 
ally when  it  learnt  that  the  Bank,  the  inaccessible  and 
autocratic  Bank,  was  an  imsecured  creditor  for  twelve 
thousand  pouniis. 

Peake  abandoned  the  Blackpool  customer  and 
drove  off  to  consult  his  lawyer  at  Hanbridge;  he  stood 
to  1<M    three  hundred  and  fifty  pounds,  a  matter  suffi- 
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woSd  aiate  tte  ™^t'i?'  ^'^^  ^"^J^  °^  ^ardleys 
place  no  one  >^uld  hav^TelXf"'*.  ^  '?"'  «^°d 
a  subscription  of  a  h,«red  ™,u^^  ^  *°.  ^'^  ^^^  for 
^^^^  wonid  be  a  C%1^^^tT£.^y^^. 

E.^^,  t?:ttLlteto%"?*  "'"'  ''^  ^ 
hot  invective  of  which  h^.o  .*  ^^^^  '^^^ 
while  he  was  con^2,  „fT  a  master.  And  all  the 
attitude  of  ^okncT  he  1,  iJ^'^.-^yP'^y  i«  his 
that  the  EarS^d  nut  t^  f"^  *^°^  ^^  "otion 
failing  precisely'^tS^S.Sl^*^''  ^^  ""«*"*"»  ''3' 
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home.     TheSr?he^^^r'.*  ^  .^^^  fr°«> 
of  the  Eardley  afiair  "°  *=^'^'   "»«y  talked 

^aslfsSd^?^  '^^-t^^e^lJS 
true/he"'iw'^K.'^^^'^J!--^l.    "  ^^ -* 

have^tSll^.-l^i'^^'l^P"'"^^-  "WeshaU 
committee  meet W  Sst^ht  -^f  '^,  ^  '"8«»<=y 
most  generously^v^\^Ser  h  "^  Bl«*huist  hai 
would  be  a  shail^^  to^^mi""?^'  *»«  ^<^  it 
Methodists  wasX^t  p^aie^ 
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the  diapd  And  the  organ-makers  have  taken  fifty 
pounds  off  then-  price.  Now,  who  do  you  think  hu 
E  v°*™  iy."^^°P^^'    He  stood  up  iJ? 

h^t  I'll  i^^  «*  "^  ""^7  f  "^"^y  P"™^^  "  *'"'  ^orid, 
but  in  give  fifty  pounds  towards  this  organ.'    There 

What  do  you  think  of  that?     Isn't  he  a  glnd  feUowT" 

Me  IS  a  grand  feUow,"  said  Peake,  with  emphasis 

jeflectmg  that  the  total  income  of  the  minister  coTd 

not  exceed  three  hundred  a  year. 

"  So  you  see  you'U  have  to  give  your  hundred  " 
Stlrt^T-^     contmued.    "You   can't   do   otherwi^ 

There  was  a  pause. 

and  Vw^'t'^"^  '*'"  "^  ^'^*'-    "  ^'^  "^^  ^  '"^'^^ 

Tr,,5*  ^°"i^  ^}'^^  °*  "°  argument.  To  repeat  that 
Eardleys  bankruptcy  would  cost  him  dear  seemed 
tnvjal.  Nevertheless,  the  absence  of  any  plausible 
argiunent  served  only  to  steel  his  resolution. 

At  that  moment  the  servant  opened  the  door. 
Mr  Titus  Blackhurst,  senior,  to  see  you  sir  " 

Peake  and  his  wife  looked  at  one  another  iii  aiiia«- 
ment,  and  Sneyd  laughed  quietly. 

"  He  told  me  he  should  come  up,"  Mre  Lovatt  ex- 
plamed. 

«  "«  ^?^  '^  ™*°  ^'^  breakfast-room,  Qara,"  said 
Mrs  Peake  to  the  servant. 

Peake  frowned  angrily  as  he  crossed  the  haU  but 
as  he  opened  the  breakfast-room  door  he  contrived  to 
straightMi  out  his  face  into  a  semblance  of  urbanity 
Tliough  he  could  have  enjoyed  accelerating  the  passaee 
of  his  visitor  mto  the  street,  there  were  excellent  com- 
mercial reasons  why  he  should  adopt  a  less  strenuous 
meMs  towards  the  end  which  he  had  determined  to  gain 

i«i  ,  ^°J^  y°"'  "''  Blackhurst,"  he  begai,  a 
little  awkwardly.  ^    ' 


\,M 


'4.  ^■■■' 


Saa    THE  MATADOR  OF  THE  FIVE  TOWNS 

i.-i!X?"  }??^'  J, suppose,  what  I've  come  |or,  11 
wake,    said  the  old  man,  in  that  rich,  deep,  ofly  voic 

that  came  to  her  sometmies,  had  once  remarked  tha 

■  It  must  have  been  "  weU  basted  in  the  cooking  " 

1,   SPP*^  ^  •*<»'"  P**''*  answered  di£Bdently 

Mr  Blackhurst  took  off  a  wrinkled  black  dove 

stroked  his  grey  beard,  and  started  on  a  long  accoun 

Pea£  lkS°" -f"**  progress  of  the  organ  scheme 

,>  tr.         !^  ^^  **•  ^^^  ^t°  «  admission  thai 

It  WM  a  good  scheme  and  deserved  to  succeed.    Mi 

Blackhuret  then  went  on  to  make  plain  that  rtwas  fa 

K^*  A*"*^  *=°"^**  ^^  "■  ^d  that  both  Mn 
Sutton  and  Mrs  Lovatt  had  advised  him  to  come  and 
make  a  personal  appeal  to  that  man. 

rf.-^  -f-  ^"T,  °1  ?^*''  "^^  "  °^^'^  affafrs,  the  wily 
id  wh'^i'M'"™^  '^^  ^"^^^  S*°°'  superintendent^ 
fo?  J  .ffn^  Blackhurst  paused  he  collated  hunseU 
Sote  conclude  the  episode  at  a 

"  The  ^act,«s."  he  said,  "  I've  decided  that  I  can't 
help  you.  Its  no  good  beating  about  the  bush,  and 
H  fL5/°"  ^  ?*  2."**-  ^^^  y°"'  Mr  Blackhurst, 
tnSf  V'^''  "*  ,?,"^"y  "»**  I  *°"ld  have  liked 
l^H  ™^;  '*  *  y°"-    ^"^  '"^'^  ''"s^^ss  deaJfaigs,  you 

another.  .  I  ve  the  highest  respect  for  you,  and  if  you'll 
excuse  me  saying  so,  I  think^ou've  Lnie  r^^  fo" 
me.  My  rule  is  always  to  be  candid.  I  say%^at  I 
mean  and  I  mean  what  I  say;  and  so.  as  I>.e  q4e 
made  up  my  mmd.  I  let  you  know  straight  off  I 
can't  do  It.    IsimplyM«'<doit."  '^"^  on.    i 

««.  J  P^,  '*  **"*  **y'  Mr  Blackhurst,"  Peake  con- 
tend quickly,  warmuHj  hfanself  uito  eloquence  as  he 
perceived  the  most  effective  line  to  pursue     "  I  admire 
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^  open-handedness.  It's  an  example  to  ns  all.  I 
wishlcouldumtateit.  But  I  mustn't.  I'm  not  one 
o  them  as  rushes  out  and  promises  a  hundred  ^.^d 
g^  they've  looked  at  their  profit  and  loss  acS 
Eardleys,  for  example.  By  the  wav  I'm  t,i«,«^*« 
he^from  sneyd  thft  you  ^e?t  leTf^  i^e.^T^onS 

my  bit,  I  m  told  they  won't  pay  sut  shilling  in  the 
pound.    Isn't  that  a  warning?    What  ^thad  they 

•'  aJAw.  '*'y  '^°"«'"  '^^  ^^  Blackhurst.  severely 
^^d^what's  more,  it  brings  discredit  on  the  MetS 

.o^l'/T',,"  ^^^  ^''^^-  and  then,  leaning  over 
confidentidly  he  spoke  in  a  different  voiceT^f  y^u 
St'^nd  •°';*  ™?i^ytag  that  I  think  that  magiifi- 

iS  attemn?  r  ■  *•?''"  ^".^  ^^^^^^  ^d  fS- 
r^fil        P  J°  I^P*^  pressing  creditors  with  fresh 

^^T,^r^.^^}' ^*S,*V \^-    I '^'^ it monstroSP 
Mr  Blackhurst  nodded  slowly,  as  though  meditatine 
upon  profound  truths  ably  exprwsed  '"emtatrng 

'  Wel^"  Peake  resumed,  "  I'm  not  one  of  that  sort 
1\T  '^u^  *?  «^^'  ^  8^^^;  t">t  not  otherwise    Hw 
do  I  know  how  I  stand?    I  needn't  teU  you  Mr  Bkck^ 
hmtthat  trade  in  this  district  is  inT',^^^^ 
f„ir       *?'"■*' J'"*^  ^***«  "•'eed.    Outside  wmelf 
f^^"'  ^'^  T  °^*^°  "°'"«'  ^  there  a  single  mMu- 
farturer  m  Bursley  that  knows  how  he^(b?    I, 
ftere  one  of  them  that  knows  whether  he's  making 
moneyorlosmgit?    Look  at  prices;  can  they  goToS 
t^  S  t^'^r-   "^  *^^y  ^°  higher^'yiT^ 
tSf„      *u    *^*,''f'^-<'*"«"-    I  shouldn't  like  to 
tf  t^of^it*"'"!  °i  ""^  book-debts;  I  don't  even  care 
ll  S    V.  •    /"*^  ^"PP*'*''  there's  a  colliere'  strike- 
^  th«?*"  ***  "*  '^"^^  °'  later-where  shaU  we 
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J-  ^?2^"^  "«»*'«'  once  more.  «uu  p,-*. 

^•«y  moment,  and  has  been  for  S"    "^  »*  "^ 
thetkSl?  ""  '  "^^^"^  ^^^  Blackhuxrt.  symp.. 

-  C  ITJ    ^!^  F°T^  a  week  I    And  that  isn't  aU  " 

Ihltrv^^y   °^''"*»  «»«  immediate  ^jwTof 
Mr  Blackhurst's  visit— "  that  isn't  aU      r^Z!* 

^rt,*=°T«  ««  with  tlS  niy'^^S.^'^ 
Goadne«  knows  how  that  wiD  endl    If  I  lo«tt'^  ' 

^  ttm«s  are  as  bad  as  you  say  we  wiD  hkve  a^^f 

HesS-^^1^^*  •'°^'!f?  ^  ^««^'''«  predicWrat 
^at  cost  he  must  IT^L  SlS^t'l^r JL^ 

e«aped  from  his  throat,  and  then  at  last  he  burst  out! 
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,„,".^**^**»H-**''P*'^*'    I  canna  stand  it.    Here 

When  Mr  Blackhurst  had  departed  he  rang  te^\ 
brandy-and^oda,  and  then,  after  an  interval?^tuined 
to  the  drawing-room.  >""«=« 

nm^v^t^'  ^"^  '"  ''"*'^'  "^"^'^  y°«' 

♦K  *  J*?!*'"  **?'«™ed  Mrs  Lovatt.    "  Didn't  I  say 
to^JfeCopuHjer's  example  would  do  it?    Eh,  James! 
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